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WOLFENBBRG. 


CHAPTER  I. 

IN  A  BAZAAR. 

Now  it  is  impossible  that  sunrise  on  the  coast 
of  Asia  Minor  can  be  very  different  from  sun- 
rise anywhere  else  ;  yet  nevertheless  this  is 
what  we  beheld,  looking  shorewards  about  six 
in  the  morning:  a  sky  of  pale,  translucent 
silver-grey,  a  sea  almost  as  pale  but  faintly 
touched  with  azure,  and  then,  between  those 
two  worlds  of  wan  and  ethereal  hue,  the  land 
— beach,  houses,  hills,  and  woods — all  of  a 
solid,  deep,  rich  bronze-red.    It  was  a  marvel, 
a    bewilderment  of  colour. — But  here  was 
Peggy  coming  briskly  along  the  deck. 
vol.  m.  B 
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"  Quick  ! "  said  she.  "  You  can  read  it 
before  any  one  turns  up — and  of  course  it  is 
a  secret.  She  finished  it  only  yesterday — she 
has  not  been  writing  much  of  late — she  has 
been  so  upset  over  the  loss  of  Phaon.  But 
this  is  something,  I  can  tell  you —  " 

A  piece  of  paper  changed  hands  ;  it  was  a 
document  the  handwriting  of  which  was  easily 
recognizable,  even  if  there  could  be  any  doubt 
about  the  authorship  of  these  savage  stanzas — 

Black  ravens  croak  above  the  wood : 

(Pile  high  the  blazing  fire  !) 
Sir  Hugh  lies  weltering  in  his  blood. 

(White  heats  of  wild  desire  /) 

Loud  laughs  his  dame  :  her  fierce  eyes  shine  : 

(Pile  high  the  blazing  fire  !) 
Her  leman  laps  the  luscious  wine. 

(  White  heats  of  wild  desire  /) 

'  Demon  and  lover,  tell  me  true 

(Pile  high  the  blazing  fire  I) 
"Where  met  ye,  then,  the  red  Sir  Hugh  ?  ' 

(White  heats  of  wild  desire  !) 

'  Down  by  the  bitter  banks  of  Cart : 

(Pile  high  the  blazing  fire  /) 
Three  daggers  quiver  in  his  heart.' 

(  White  heats  of  wild  desire  /) 
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'  For  this  one  night,  I  trow  it  well, 

(Pile  high  the  Mazing  fire  /) 
Our  souls  will  shriek  in  deepest  hell.' 

(  White  hearts  of  wild  desire  /) 

"  Yes  % "  said  Peggy,  with  professed  anxiety. 

"  Did  you  ever  hear  of  '  The  Twa  Corbies '  ?  " 

"  Oh,  how  atrociously  mean  ! "  she  cried. 
"  This  is  the  critic  all  over !  You  can't  deny 
that  the  thing  is  just  splendid ;  and  so  you 
must  suggest  that  she  borrowed  the  idea  from 
somewhere.  I  never  heard  of  '  The  Twa ' — 
'  The  Twa ' — what  ? — and  I  am  certain  Miss 
Penguin  never  heard  of  it  either.  Why  will 
literary  people  be  so  spiteful  % —  " 

At  this  point  she  was  interrupted — and  had 
to  thrust  the  paper  dexterously  into  her 
pocket.  It  was  Mrs.  Threepenny-bit  who  ap- 
peared at  the  head  of  the  companion,  and  with 
her  was  Ernest  Wolfenberg.  These  two  were 
talking  together  as  they  came  along  :  it  was 
only  the  last  fragment  or  two  of  their  conver- 
sation that  reached  us. 

"Did  you  hear  whether  Amelie  proposed 
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going  back  to  America?"  he  asked,  with  his 
eyes  bent  on  the  deck.  "Or — or  are  they 
going  to  settle  in  Europe — after  the  marriage  ?  " 

"  Oh,  I  don't  in  the  least  know,"  she 
answered  him.  "  I  should  very  much  doubt 
whether  anything  of  the  kind  has  been 
arranged  as  yet.  But  you  will  hear  from 
herself.  Now  that  the  ice  has  been  broken, 
there  is  no  cause  for  any  shyness  on  her  part. 
And  of  course  you  will  give  her  your  con- 
gratulations " 

"  Oh,  yes,  of  course  I  must  do  that,"  he  said, 
rather  absently.  "  Of  course — naturally — the 
first  opportunity — perhaps  when  I  see  her 
to-day."    After  that,  silence. 

But  indeed  there  was  nothing  of  the  kill-joy 
about  this  man  as  we  proceeded  to  get  ashore, 
on  our  way  to  Broussa.  Grave  and  reserved 
he  was,  but  not  beyond  his  wont ;  in  fact,  at 
times  there  was  even  a  sort  of  assumed  and 
resolute  cheerfulness  in  his  manner.  In  the 
squalid  main  thoroughfare  of  the  little  village 
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he  stood  apart  somewhat,  regarding  with  in- 
terest the  costumes  of  the  inhabitants  and 
the  droves  of  small  donkeys  bearing  panniers 
filled  with  vintage-grapes ;  he  listened  to  the 
bargainings  for  a  carriage ;  he  was  even 
amused  by  the  unexpected  apparition  of  Julian 
Verrinder,  mounted  on  a  somewhat  sorry 
steed,  and  yet  valiantly  offering  to  be  our 
escort.  Did  not  we  know  that  this  part  of  the 
coast  swarmed  with  brigands  ?  Had  we  not 
heard  of  the  two  merchants  of  Broussa  who 
had  recently  been  carried  off  and  held  to 
ransom  ?  The  Baby,  who  had  considerately 
insisted  on  getting  up  beside  the  driver  of  the 
carriage,  so  that  we  should  have  Wolfenberg 
along  with  us,  overheard  all  this,  and  looked 
admiring  and  grateful  thanks  with  her  big, 
gentle  eyes.  It  was  a  pity  that  Bosinante  had 
not  a  more  gallant  look :  the  young  man  was 
well  enough. 

Our  route  at  first  lay  through  interminable 
groves  of  mulberry,  olive,  and  cypress;  but 
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by-and-by  we  had  to  face  a  long  and  gradual 
ascent  that  in  course  of  time  brought  us 
spacious  views  both  by  land  and  sea.  Of 
course  this  was  all  collar-work  for  the  hapless 
horses;  so  the  driver,  having  fastened  the 
reins,  amused  himself  by  making  a  series  of 
incursions  into  the  neighbouring  thickets  and 
vineyards,  returning  with  armfuls  of  quinces 
and  grapes  (the  former  with  branch  and  leaf) 
which  he  politely  presented  to  the  three  ladies. 
It  was  a  friendly  little  act ;  and  no  doubt  they 
would  have  liked  to  enter  into  conversation 
with  him  in  return,  but  that  they  had  already 
discovered  it  was  of  no  use  trying  anything  of 
the  kind.  We  observed  that  he  was  par- 
ticularly careful  in  selecting  uninjured  bunches 
of  grapes  to  offer  to  his  gentle  neighbour  on 
the  box-seat ;  it  was  the  old  story  ;  innocent 
and  amiable  eyes  can  work  wonders  anywhere 
— even  when  no  speech  is  possible. 

We  ascended  to  a  great  height,  and  even- 
tually looked  abroad  over  an  immense  and 
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fertile  plain,  with,  far  beyond  it,  the  vast  and 
shadowy  bulk  of  Mount  Olympus  rising  into 
the  pale  summer  sky.  Then,  after  a  consider- 
able rest  on  the  summit,  we  began  the  descent 
— a  process  that  speedily  became  a  headlong 
downward  rush,  the  horses  at  full  gallop,  the 
carriage  pitching  and  swaying  and  swinging, 
the  dust  rolling  away  in  volumes.  Indeed  we 
had  grown  so  little  familiar  with  such  pranks 
and  antics  on  board  the  staid  and  demure 
Orotania  that  now,  in  solely  devoting  our- 
selves to  clinging  on  to  this  vehicle  gone  daft, 
we  somehow  lost  sight  of  Julian  Verrinder 
altogether.  Had  our  cavalier  been  spirited 
away  by  the  very  brigands  with  whom  he  had 
threatened  us ;  or  was  it  those  envious  clouds 
of  dust  that  hid  him  from  the  Baby's  wistful 
eyes  ?  For  our  own  part  we  could  only  clutch 
on  to  the  sides  of  this  unholy  craft,  that  rolled 
and  flung  and  swung  us  about,  in  a  sea  far 
rougher  than  any  we  had  encountered  since 
leaving  England  ;  until,  at  long  and  length, 
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we  began  to  draw  near  the  plain  ;  then  a  grey 
horseman  became  occasionally  visible  through 
the  clouds ;  finally  a  halt  was  called  in  the 
welcome  shade  of  a  grove  of  tall  chestnuts, 
where  there  was  a  small  wayside  caravanserai 
and  water  for  the  animals ;  and  here  the  Baby 
was  at  last  assured  that  her  lover  had  not  been 
carried  off  by  any  ruthless  Turks. 

From  this  resting-place  onwards  to  Broussa 
it  seemed  to  us  that  we  were  driving  through 
a  perpetual  and  magnificent  garden,  the  rich 
green  vegetation  of  which  was  especially  grate- 
ful to  eyes  long  accustomed  to  the  colours  of 
the  sea.  A  most  fertile  and  busy  land  ;  luxu- 
riant maize,  figs,  mulberries,  tobacco,  and 
olives  ;  groups  of  brightly-dressed  peasants  at 
work  in  the  fields  as  if  they  had  just  stepped 
out  of  an  opera ;  oxen  and  buffaloes  toiling 
along  the  dusty  road  with  waggons  of  mer- 
chandise ;  droves  of  camels  at  their  midday 
encampment:  it  was  altogether  a  varied  and 
interesting  scene,  and  a  sufficient  distraction 
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for  any  of  us  who  may  have  been  looking 
forward,  with  some  little  apprehension,  to  a 
certain  meeting.  Then  Broussa  itself :  domes, 
minarets,  villas  perched  high  on  the  terraced 
slopes  of  Olympus,  among  abundant  verdure : 
this  also  seemed  a  place  of  cheerful  aspect. 
We  drove  up  to  the  hotel ;  there  were  one 
or  two  Orotanians  loitering  about  the  steps, 
and  from  them  we  learned  that  there  was 
some  kind  of  luncheon  going  forward;  we 
should  find  our  friends  upstairs.  We  entered ; 
ascended  the  wide  staircase  to  the  first  floor ; 
and  here  a  din  of  voices  immediately  told  us 
where  our  shipmates  were  assembled. 

It  was  a  long  and  lofty  apartment,  with 
a  table  coming  right  down  the  centre ;  and 
this  table,  at  a  first  glance,  seemed  to  be  quite 
sufficiently  occupied.  Wolfenberg  shrank  back 
a  little. 

"No,"  he  said,  "I  don't  like  going  in 
amongst  so  many — we  should  only  inconveni- 
ence them — cannot  we  get  a  room  to  ourselves  ? " 
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But  during:  that  second  of  hesitation  the 
small  group  at  the  door  had  been  observed  ; 
and  the  next  instant  there  came  quickly  along 
the  chamber,  from  the  very  furthest  end  of 
it,  a  young  lady  of  impetuous  mien  and  car- 
riage, with  delight  and  welcome  and  reproach 
all  shining  and  smiling  in  her  lustrous  black 
eyes.  She  carried  us  away  in  a  whirlwind  of 
words.  We  were  the  most  mysterious  people  ! 
Why  had  we  not  driven  out  the  previous 
afternoon,  like  everybody  else  ?  But  now 
there  were  some  places,  up  by  herself  and  her 
mamma  ;  she  would  secure  them  for  us ;  she 
would  make  way.  Then  she  turned  to  Wolfen- 
berg — who  had  been  rather  in  the  background, 
regarding  her. 

"Ernest,"  said  she,  holding  out  her  hand 
(and  there  was  something  of  a  shy  flush  on  her 
cheek),  "  I  have  not  said  good-morning  to  you 
yet.  It  was  too  bad  of  you  not  to  come  along 
yesterday  " 

He  took  her  hand,  and  held  it  for  a  brief 
moment. 
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"  I  was  told  something  last  night,  Amelie," 
he  said,  in  his  grave  and  simple  way.  "  My 
congratulations — my  best  wishes." 

There  was  a  quick  look  of  pleasure  and 
pride  in  her  eyes. 

"  Oh,  if  you  only  knew  !— But  another  time, 
Ernest."  And  therewithal  she  swept  the  little 
party  of  new-comers  with  her  into  the  room ; 
and  marched  at  the  head  of  them,  with  un- 
usual colour  and  animation  in  her  face ;  and 
in  a  tempestuous  sort  of  way  she  would  make 
room  for  them.  Even  when  we  had  all  got 
places  with  sufficient  ease,  she  seemed  excitedly 
anxious  to  talk,  and  entertain,  and  amuse. 
Then  she  would  have  Paul  Hitrovo  do  this 
and  do  that;  until  he,  with  great  good-nature, 
seeing  that  the  few  waiters  were  not  capable 
of  coping  with  this  influx  of  strangers,  got  up 
from  his  chair  and  formally  constituted  himself 
the  squire  of  these  dames.  But  it  was  Wolfen- 
berg's  glass  that  Amelie  Dumaresq  filled  first — 
she  poured  the  wine  out  with  her  own  hands. 
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Then,  again,  directly  after  luncheon,  she 
would  have  us  go  to  look  at  the  mosques 
and  the  bazaars,  firing  the  imagination  of  our 
womankind  with  wonderful  tales  of  the  start- 
ling colours  of  the  Broussa  silks.  Yet  some- 
how or  other,  as  soon  as  we  were  outside,  it 
was  to  Wolfenberg  she  chiefly  addressed  her- 
self. It  was  to  him  she  pointed  out  the 
Elizabethan -looking  houses  of  beams  and 
plaster,  with  their  red-tiled  roofs,  and  their 
projecting  upper  storey,  supported  by  carved 
woodwork.  It  was  his  attention  she  drew  to 
the  strange  green  twilight  formed  at  the 
entrance  to  the  bazaars  by  the  over-arching 
trellises  hanging  with  vines.  And  when  she 
had  conducted  her  friends  to  certain  stalls, 
and  set  them  on  to  inspect  the  rich  stores  of 
wares  and  fabrics,  then  she  seemed  to  think 
she  had  done  her  part ;  she  turned  to  Wolfen- 
berg, and  claimed  him  altogether  ;  she  and  he 
stood  a  little  way  out  of  the  stream  of  traffic, 
by  themselves. 
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These  Broussa  labyrinths  have  not  the  mys- 
terious austerity  of  many  Eastern  bazaars ; 
they  are  more  modern,  and  brisk,  and  busy ; 
and  the  noise  and  clatter,  especially  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  the  iron-workers'  shops,  are 
indescribable.  In  this  turmoil  and  confusion 
there  was  better  opportunity  for  confidences 
between  those  two  than  in  the  silence  of  mid- 
ocean  ;  and  although  no  word  could  be  over- 
heard by  any  one  but  themselves,  it  was  easy 
to  see  what  an  eager  story  she  had  to  tell. 
Eager  and  yet  shy — a  broken  story — some- 
times her  face  was  timidly  downcast.  We 
noticed,  too,  another  onlooker — the  anxious 
mother.  She  did  not  dare  to  intervene.  She 
pretended  to  be  interested  in  those  gauzy 
silken  neckerchiefs  and  Turkish  dressing- 
gowns.  But  we  could  guess  that  she  was 
secretly  and  wholly  rejoiced  to  see  in  what 
a  kindly  and  encouraging  way  Wolfenberg  ap- 
peared to  receive  those  confessions  ;  he  would 
still  be  the  friend  and   confidant  of  both 


14  WOLFENBERG. 

mother  and  daughter ;  either  could  go  to  him 
in  time  of  need.  Ding-ding  I  tack,  tack, 
tack!  went  the  hammers  of  the  iron-workers  ; 
swarthy  merchants,  perched  high  on  their 
stalls,  shook  out  their  gay  stuffs,  and  vocifer- 
ously called  for  custom;  beggars,  old  and 
young,  extended  skinny  palms,  and  whined ; 
the  drivers  of  the  heavily-laden  pack-mules 
urged  forward  the  slow- swaying  beasts  through 
the  unwilling  throng.  And  amid  these  sur- 
roundings— as  we  conjectured — a  love-tale 
was  told. 

Bat  they  could  not  remain  thus  dissociated 
for  ever  ;  and,  indeed,  an  incident  now 
occurred  that  not  only  restored  Amdlie 
Dumaresq  to  her  companions,  but  was  like 
to  have  had  evil  consequences  for  all  of  us. 
There  came  along,  accompanied  by  a  soldier 
armed  with  musket  and  bayonet,  an  official 
of  some  sort  who  carried  in  his  hand  a  for- 
midable-looking whip  of  several  tails ;  and 
with  this  weapon  he  served  out  rough-and- 
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ready  punishment  as  the  occasion  required. 
To  us  he  seemed  somewhat  indiscriminate  in 
his  procedure  ;  it  may  be  that  he  recognised 
old  offenders ;  or  perhaps  he  merely  hit  out 
here  and  there  at  random  to  keep  things  going, 
for  there  were  many  loiterers  and  beggars,  and 
the  ways  were  narrow.  There  was  not  much 
brutality ;  we  observed  that  when  he  struck 
at  a  woman,  it  was  generally  about  the  skirts  ; 
only  it  is  not  pleasant  to  see  a  man  flogging 
a  woman,  in  whatever  fashion.  But,  as  bad 
luck  would  have  it,  just  as  he  came  by  our 
group  of  folk,  he  caught  sight  of  a  little  old 
creature  who  had  doubtless  been  guilty  of 
some  delinquency  ;  he  brought  the  lash 
smartly  across  her  shoulders  ;  and  the  poor 
old  woman,  with  a  whimpering  cry,  fled 
hurriedly  away.  Now  it  was  no  business  of 
ours  to  interfere ;  each  country  has  its  own 
laws  and  customs ;  besides — we  were  in  Asia 
Minor.  But  Amelie  Dumaresq  was  far  too 
impulsive  and  firm-nerved  to  take  any  such 
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considerations  into  account  ;  she  stepped 
straight  up  to  the  man — the  blood  all  gone 
from  her  face  ;  she  snatched  the  whip  out 
of  his  hand,  and  dashed  it  on  the  ground  ; 
while  she  gave  him  of  her  mind  freely,  in 
voluble  and  indignant  French.  The  tall  and 
grave  official  probably  did  not  understand 
one  of  these  scathing  and  scornful  words. 
He  appeared  to  be  neither  astonished  nor 
angry.  He  looked  at  her,  with  his  dark  lack- 
lustre eyes.  Then  he  looked  at  us  one  by 
one.  And  at  the  same  moment — indeed,  it 
all  happened  in  a  moment — Paul  Hitrovo  had 
stepped  forward  to  intervene  and  apologise ; 
he  lifted  and  restored  the  whip,  with  further 
apologies  and  explanations — all  in  French  ; 
while  it  is  highly  probable  that  he  may  have 
employed  another  and  more  intelligible  lan- 
guage (for  the  rnedjidieh  is  persuasive,  and  half- 
a-dozen  of  them  carry  weight) ;  at  all  events 
the  awarder  of  stripes,  having  again  regarded 
us  with  his  cold  and  sullen  eye,  went  on  his  way. 
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"  Amdlie,  how  could  you  be  so  mad  !  " 
the  frightened  mother  exclaimed.  But  the 
daughter  was  not  frightened  :  her  pale  lips 
were  still  proud  and  indignant. 

"  I  think,"  said  Paul  Hitrovo,  grimly,  as 
he  regarded  the  retreating  officer,  "we  might 
as  well  clear  out  of  this  place  before  he  has 
had  time  to  change  his  mind.  If  you  ladies 
have  completed  your  purchases — well,  you 
might  come  and  see  the  tiles  in  the  Green 
Mosque." 

It  was  not  until  the  afternoon  of  the  follow- 
ing day,  as  we  were  driving  back  to  Mou- 
danieh,  that  we  learned  something  of  what 
Amelie  Dumaresq  had  confided  to  Wolfenberg 
in  the  bazaars  of  Broussa. 

"  She  is  simply  over- brimming  with  happi- 
ness," he  said. 

"  Did  she  tell  you  whether  she  had  entirely 
given  up  her  art  schemes  ? "  asked  Mrs. 
Threepenny-bit,  with  a  certain  chilliness  of 
manner.    "Did  she   say  anything  about  a 

vol.  in.  c 
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studio  in  London — in  conjunction  with  you  ? 
Or  is  that  all  abandoned  % " 

"She  seems  to  have  no  projects,"  he 
answered  her,  simply  enough.  "  She  is  over- 
whelmed by  this  new  and  wonderful  thing  ; 
she  can  think  of  nothing  else.  Por  hers  is 
a  strong  nature  :  whatever  interests  her  in- 
terests her  wholly." 

"Yet  she  seems  to  be  able  to  change  her 
views  of  life  and  her  own  plans  without  much 
trouble,"  observed  his  friend — who  was  think- 
ing of  him  far  more  than  he  was  thinking  of 
himself,  we  made  sure. 

"It  is  her  intense  absorption  in  the  present 
moment  that  enables  her  to  do  that,"  said 
this  unshaken  champion.  "  It  has  always 
been  like  that  with  Amelie.  What  immedi- 
ately surrounds  her  is  of  the  first  and  last 
importance  ;  she  becomes  wholly  preoccupied 
and  engrossed.  Then  everything  is  so  real 
to  her ;  she  grasps  it ;  she  has  no  doubt  or 
hesitation  " 
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"  What  about  marriage  being  the  great 
disillusioniser  ? "  said  the  other,  vindictively. 
"  I  thought  that  was  one  of  her  theories." 

"  Yes,"  said  he  in  reply,  but  rather  wincing. 
"  One  of  her  theories — yes.  But  when  the 
great  facts  and  experiences  of  life  come  along, 
then  theories  have  to  be  put  aside :  it  is  the 
way  of  the  world." 

He  spoke  without  bitterness  ;  nay,  with  a 
certain  serenity  that  might  have  led  one  to 
suppose  he  had  heard  nothing  but  the  best 
of  news  ;  and  despite  the  small  sub-acid 
remarks  of  the  woman  opposite  him,  he  would 
have  nothing  but  commendation  of  Am&ie's 
conduct  and  her  choice.  Sometimes  his  de- 
fence of  her  grew  almost  warm  ;  he  seemed 
to  forget  that  it  was  solely  on  his  own  account 
that  this  not  unsympathetic  acquaintance  of 
his  was  inclined  to  be  resentful — far  more 
deeply  resentful  and  indignant,  indeed,  than 
she  chose  to  reveal  in  words. 

"  And  Mr.  Hitrovo— what  about  him  ?  "  she 
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proceeded,  in  the  remorseless  way  of  women 
who  have  formed  an  unreasoning  antipathy 
against  any  one.    "  What  is  the  extraordinary 
attraction  that  has  so  captivated  her  ?  What 
is  his  character — his  disposition — his  particular 
quality  of  mind  ?    I  suppose  you  know  Feuer- 
bach's  saying,  that  a  being  without  attributes 
is  non-existent :  well,  to  me  Mr.  Hitrovo  seems 
to  be  non-existent,  except  for  a  pair  of  clear 
eyes.     Yes,  he  has   those.     And  are  they 
enough?    I  should  have  thought  a  girl  of 
Amelie's  strong  judgment  and  literal  intellect 
would  have  seen  further  than  that — would 

have  wanted  something  more  than  that  " 

The  grey,  tired,  pensive  face  coloured  a 
little  ;  he  appeared  embarrassed. 

"You  don't  understand,"  he  said.  "You 
don't  understand.  He  has  been  a  stranger  to 
us.  He  is  naturally  reticent — and  perhaps  a 
little  indifferent  about  people  with  whom  he  is 
not  on  familiar  terms — and  it  has  happened, 
somehow,  that  we  have  not  seen  much  of  him 
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hitherto,  or  had  much  intercourse  with  him. 
But  that  must  be  no  longer.  Amelie  spoke  to 
me  about  it.  She  is  especially  anxious  you 
should  get  to  know  him.  And  for  me — well, 
I  begin  from  to-morrow,  if  he  will  allow  me. 
He  is  Amelie's  choice :  that  is  enough  for  me. 
And  surely  there  is  nothing  against  him  from 
an  outward  point  of  view.    His  manners  are 

most  refined  " 

"  Oh,  yes,  refined :  it  may  turn  out  that 
there  is  nothing  gross  about  him  except  his 
liabilities,"  interposed  Peggy,  spitefully.  In- 
deed it  was  a  most  ungracious  thing  to  say, 
and  not  very  witty  either;  but  those  two 
women  seemed  bent  on  bolstering  each  other 
up  in  their  incurable  dislike  of  this  young 
Russian. 

"  Oh,  as  to  that,"  said  Wolfenberg,  after  a 
moment's  hesitation,  "  I  dare  say  that  will 
turn  out  all  right — if  you  mean  money  matters. 
He  comes  of  a  well-known  family  ;  he  is  in  a 
good  position.    And—  and — if  he  should  have 
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no  fortune — well,  happily,  Amelie  can  dispense 
with  that.    The  Dumaresqs  are  rich  enough." 

"And  about  the  story  you  heard  at  Con- 
stantinople  ?  "  she  said,  coldly. 

"  Why,"  he  retorted,  "  if  there  had  been 
anything  seriously  against  him,  do  you  think 
I  should  have  been  justified  in  concealing 
it  from  Amelie's  mother — who  had  asked  us 
to  find  out  ?  There  was  nothing.  An 
escapade — an  accident.  No,  no,"  he  went  on 
(and  to  one  of  us  he  appeared  to  be  labouring  to 
convince  himself)  "I  don't  see  why  there  should 
be  any  apprehension.  All  looks  well.  Amelie 
herself  says  you  have  only  got  to  know  him 
thoroughly.  You  can't  expect  a  young  man 
to  produce  vouchers  for  his  character,  or  his 
disposition,  or  his  circumstances,  or  anything 
of  the  kind.  No  doubt;  his  family  will  come 
forward,  on  their  side,  when  they  hear  of  this 
engagement —  " 

"  And  in  the  meantime,"  said  Mrs.  Three- 
penny-bit, with  a  certain  air  of  relief,  "  it  will 
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be  a  great  comfort  to  Mrs.  Dumaresq  that  she 
can  come  and  consult  you  about  it.  She  has 
been  very  miserable— fearing  the  responsibility, 
and  finding  herself  so  much  alone.  She  was 
thinking  of  telegraphing  over  to  the  girl's 
uncle,  in  Georgia,  or  Florida,  or  somewhere. 

But  if  you  approve  

"  If  I  approve  ? "  he  repeated,  and  a  curious 
half-startled  expression  crossed  his  face.  Then 
he  went  on,  in  his  usual  calm  and  grave  way : 
"  It  is  not  for  me  to  approve.  But  I  know 
something  of  Amelie ;  I  have  studied  her  a 
little;  I  have  confidence  in  her  keen  per- 
ceptions and  in  her  fearless  judgment.  She  is 
not  one  likely  to  be  blinded  easily.  And  so 
far  I  approve — so  far  I  am  entirely  hopeful — 
so  far  I  think  all  is  well." 

This,  and  much  more  to  the  same  effect,  he 
said  as  we  were  slowly  climbing  the  long 
mountain-side  and  then  swinging  down  the 
rough  descent  to  Moudanieh.  It  was  of  her 
always  he  spoke :   there  had  not  been  one 


24  WOLFENBERG. 

word  of  reference  to  himself  or  his  own  poor 
affairs. 

On  arriving  at  the  village  we  ran  against 
the  Major,  who  seemed  to  be  in  a  sad  predica- 
ment. He  was  on  foot  and  surrounded  by  a 
small  circle  of  tobacco-complexioned  Greeks, 
while  one  tall  fellow,  who  appeared  to  be  a 
driver,  was  pressing  forward  upon  him  with 
three  fingers  uplifted.  But  it  turned  out  that 
this  was  no  threatening  gesture ;  it  was  only 
his  method  of  emphasising  the  only  French 
phrase  he  seemed  to  have  at  his  command. 

"  Trois  napoleons  —  trois  napoleons  !  "  he 
kept  repeating — with  the  three  fingers  in 
staring  evidence. 

On  the  other  hand,  the  Major,  whose 
thick-set  frame  and  roseate  face  made  him  look 
singularly  English  amongst  this  sallow  crowd, 
was  bursting  over  with  rage  and  broken 
French. 

"  Trois  napoleons  ? — allez  au  diable  avec 
votre  trois  napoleons  ! — je  n'ai  jamais  dit  rien 
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de  trois  napoleons ! — huit  medjidiehs,  comme 
les  autres  —  Trois  napoleons  ?  —  vous  etes 
menteur :  comprenez  vous  cela  ? — vous  m'avez 
dit  c  Combien  de  piastres  V  ;  j'ai  vous  dit  '  Pas 
de  piastres :  huit  medjidiehs,  comme  les 
autres.'  Et  pas  un  autre  farthing — d — n  your 
eyes,  you  impudent  scoundrel ! '"' 

When  our  women-folk  alighted,  the  Major 
was  kind  enough  to  moderate  his  language  ; 
though  he  continued  to  protest  that  not  one 
farthing  more  would  he  give  than  the  sum 
agreed  upon  by  the  dragoman  who  had  engaged 
all  the  carriages. 

"  Lure  that  man  out  with  us  to  the  ship," 
one  managed  to  say  to  him,  privately.  "Wait 
till  Sadoolah,  or  Yadoolah,  or  whatever  his 
name  is,  comes  on  board.  Confront  them 
with  each  other  in  the  awful  presence  of  the 
Purser.    Then  there  will  be  an  end." 

There  was,  as  it  turned :  an  end  short  and 
summary ;  but  Sappho,  who  later  on  came  to 
hear  of  the  incident,  went  about  the  ship 
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lamenting  that  the  Turks  had  not  shut  up  a 
certain  '  brute '  and  '  fiend '  in  one  of  their 
most  loathsome  prisons,  and  whipped  him  with 
knotted  whips. 

We  sailed  about  six  o'clock,  steaming  out 
into  the  Sea  of  Marmora  as  the  dusk  fell. 
When  we  came  on  deck  after  dinner,  the 
moon  was  shining  full  and  clear,  and  a  broad 
lane  of  silver  trembled  on  the  placid  waters. 
And  perhaps  the  calm  beauty  of  the  night  had 
something  to  do  in  assuaging  the  nervous  fears 
of  this  anxious  mother,  who  now  came  along  to 
our  favourite  corner,  bringing  with  her  Wolfen- 
berg.  She  was  more  cheerful  in  tone  and 
manner ;  and  she  seemed  greatly  pleased  to 
find  that  she  could  now  talk  to  him  freely 
and  openly,  and  that  he  had  nothing  for  her 
but  the  most  confident  of  assurances  and 
forecasts. 

"  I  can  hardly  believe  you  are  Amelie's 
mother,"  said  he,  with  some  pretence  of  laugh- 
ing at  her  lingering  doubts.    "Where  did 
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she  get  all  her  courage,  her  splendid 
audacity  ? " 

"She  is  young,"  said  the  poor  mother, 
wistfully ;  "  and  I  am  alone.  If  she  were 
to  take  it  into  her  head  to  live  in  Russia, 
what  would  become  of  me  ? " 

"  She  won't  live  in  Russia,"  said  he,  bluntly. 

"  She  is  mad  about  everything  Russian." 

"Why  not?" 

"You  would  think  there  was  nothing  like 
Russian  music,  Russian  literature,  Russian 
character ;  and  what  if  she  were  suddenly  to 
determine  to  go  and  live  in  the  country  ? " 

There  were  two  women  listening  in  silence 
to  all  this ;  and  one  of  them  was  saying  to 
herself — '  Oh,  yes,  you  are  her  mother ;  there 
is  not  the  least  doubt  about  the  relationship. 
Here  you  are  talking  to  your  best  and  nearest 
friend  about  a  great  change  in  all  your  circum- 
stances, affecting  him  quite  as  much  as  it 
affects  you;  but  there  is  not  a  word  about 
his  plans,  his  future ;  it  is  only  about  your 
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daughter  you  are  concerned,  and  about  your- 
self. There  is  a  strong  family  likeness  between 
two  women  who  could  throw  over  a  man  in 
that  fashion,  without  a  thought  that  was  not 
centred  on  themselves.  And  why  is  he  not 
shocked  by  such  a  display  of  ingratitude? 
What  is  it  blinds  him?  What  infatuation 
possesses  him  that  at  one  time  his  sole  and 
absorbing  interest  in  the  world  seems  to  be 
that  girl's  career  as  an  artist ;  and  then,  when 
she  abruptly  abandons  it,  he  defends  her,  he 
welcomes  the  change — welcomes  anything  that 
approves  itself  to  her.  And  yet  they  say  that 
unselfish  devotion  is  no  longer  known  in  these 
days ! " 

It  was  at  this  juncture  that  Amelie  her- 
self chose  to  pay  us  a  brief  visit :  she  came 
swiftly  and  lightly  along  the  deck ;  and  there 
was  a  happy  and  affectionate  radiance  in  her 
eyes  as  she  slipped  down  beside  her  mother 
and  put  her  arm  round  her  waist. 

"  Matushka,"  she  said,  complainingly,  "  it  is 
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very  hard:  every  one  seems  willing  to  hear 
me  sing  except  the  little  mother.  Won't  you 
come  down  into  the  saloon,  for  five  minutes  ? 
I  am  going  to  try  the  'Cossack's  Lullaby'; 
and  it  sounds  so  pretty  in  the  Eussian ;  and 
Paul  says  I  pronounce  very  well  " 

"  Ame'lie  ! "  Mrs.  Dumaresq  protested,  with 
some  petulance.  "Why  should  any  one  sit 
in  the  saloon  on  a  night  like  this  ! " 

The  girl  laid  her  head  against  her  mother's 
cheek  and  fondled  the  other  cheek  with  her 
disengaged  hand. 

"Now  don't  be  angry — don't  be  angry," 
she  said,  in  coaxing  tones.  "So  you  would 
rather  have  the  moonlight  ?  Very  well — very 
well — who  can  wonder  ?  Matushka,  was  there 
ever  such  a  marvellous  voyage  ?  There  never 
was  such  a  voyage  before ;  there  never  will 
be  such  another;  all  the  beautiful  things  in 
Europe  crowded  into  it;  and  continuous 
splendid  summer  days  and  magical  nights. 
Well,  there,"  she  said,  as  she  released  her  arm 
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and  sprang  gaily  to  her  feet,  "  I  will  leave  you 
to  your  silver  seas.  But  mind  you,  Matushka, 
don't  you  sit  up  late — and  mind  you  don't 
catch  cold." 

And  away  she  went  again,  with  light  and 
joyous  steps,  along  the  intervening  space  of 
moonlit  deck.  Wolfenberg's  eyes  followed 
her. 

"  She  seems  simply  palpitating  with  happi- 
ness," he  said.    "  And  that  is  as  it  should  be." 


(     3i  ) 


CHAPTER  II. 

OVER    A  VOLCANO. 

Next  morning  found  us  opposite  the  yellow- 
brown  plains  of  Troy  and  the  odd  little  wind- 
mills ;  on  our  right  was  Tenedos,  with  its 
small  red  town  and  more  wind-mills ;  around 
us,  the  blue  iEgean.  It  was  a  day  that 
opened  under  fair  auspices:  it  ended — in 
sadder  fashion. 

What  struck  us  most,  as  we  were  sailing 
away  down  to  Cape  Baba  and  the  shores  of 
Mitylene,  was  the  undaunted  cheerfulness 
maintained  by  Wolfenberg,  in  view  of  all  these 
recent  disclosures.  You  would  have  thought 
that  everything  had  turned  out  just  as  he  had 
planned  and  desired.  He  made  open  pro- 
fession  of   acquaintanceship   with  Hitrovo, 
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walking  up  and  down  with  him,  chatting  and 
laughing;  and  Amelie  Dumaresq  seemed 
pleased  to  see  those  two  together.  When  he 
talked  to  Mrs.  Dumaresq,  he  had  nothing  but 
the  most  confident  assurances  about  the  young 
Russian,  and  praise  of  his  appearance,  his 
manner,  his  serenity  of  temper,  his  air  of  good 
breeding.  All  was  going  well  and  as  it  should 
be — because  of  Amelie's  obvious  happiness. 

"  And  never  a  thought  about  himself ! "  said 
Lady  Cameron,  almost  bitterly,  to  her  usual 
confidante.  Then  she  went  on  :  "  But  I  have 
been  thinking  about  him.  And  I  am  quite  of 
your  opinion  :  we  ought  not  to  let  a  man  like 
that,  simply  through  his  own  unselfishness,  be 
thrown  aside  in  any  such  cold-blooded  fashion. 
What  does  he  mean  to  do  when  he  returns  to 
London  ?  Do  you  think  he  would  care  to  pay 
a  visit  to  Inverfask  ]  Ewen  is  almost  sure  to 
meet  us  at  Malta ;  and  he  would  be  delighted 
with  such  a  companion  ;  Mr.  Wolfenberg  could 
go  right  on  with  us.    And  fancy  what  a  revela- 
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tion  the  West  Highlands  would  be  to  him — ■ 
the  mysterious  loneliness  of  them,  the  remote- 
ness, and  wildness.  You  know,  Missis,  I've 
had  some  little  experience  of  the  West  High- 
lands now ;  and  in  settled  fine  weather,  when 
we  do  happen  to  get  such  a  thing,  they  come 
away  down  and  down,  and  down  and  down, 
until  they  might  be  Lake  George,  or  Winder- 
mere, or  Killarney,  or  anything ;  then  of  a 
sudden  the  raging  Atlantic  gales  are  upon  us, 
and  the  whole  place  is  whirled  clean  away  out 
of  the  reach  of  the  ordinary  landscape-painter. 
But  if  a  man  like  Wolfenberg  were  to  see  the 
mists,  and  the  fearful  gloom,  and  the  blazes  of 
light  and  colour  " 

"  Well,  here  he  is  coming  along,  Peggy," 
observed  her  companion.  "Why  don't  you 
ask  him  at  once  ? " 

Ame'lie  Dumaresq  was  with  him :  she  had 
intercepted  him,  for  some  reason  or  another. 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Wolfenberg,"  said  Lady  Cameron, 
a  little  timidly,  as  those  two  drew  nigh,  "  we 

VOL.  III.  D 
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have  just  been  talking  about  the  West  High- 
lands— and — and  artists  all  say  that  October 
is  the  finest  month  for  colour — and  I  was 
wondering  whether  you  could  be  persuaded 
to  come  and  stay  with  us  at  Inverfask 
for  a  while — just  as  long  as  you  found  the 
neighbourhood  interesting.  I  expect  my 
husband  to  join  the  ship  at  Malta ;  and  we 
might  all  go  on  together,  when  we  reach 
England,  if  that  suited  your  arrangements. 
I  don't  know  whether  you  have  anything  to 

detain  you  in  London  " 

Here  she  stopped.  She  could  see  that  he 
was  looking  embarrassed ;  and  indeed  there 
was  some  touch  of  colour  in  the  pale  and 
refined  face  as  he  answered  her  implied 
question. 

"  No,  I  have  made  no  very  definite  plans," 
he  said,  evasively.  Then  he  turned  to  his  com- 
panion :  "  There  are  your  drawings,  Amelie 
— the  exhibition :  we  must  not  abandon 
that.    At  least,"  he  continued,  with  a  certain 
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diffidence  :  "I  assume  that  you  still  mean  to 
carry  out  that  idea.  It  would  be  a  pity  to 
abandon  it.  I  should  like  you  to  come  before 
the  English  public — I  know  how  you  would 
be  received — I  feel  sure  of  it." 

Curiously  enough,  before  replying  she  glanced 
quickly  across  the  ship's  deck  towards  Paul 
Hitrovo,  who  was  at  the  opposite  rail,  rolling 
a  cigarette. 

"  I— I  am  not  sure,"  she  said,  with  downcast 
eyes.  "I  think  I  had  forgotten  about  it. 
And  perhaps — perhaps,  after  all,  it  would  be 
better  to  leave  that  aside.  I  am  not  so  anxious 
for  the  opinion  of  the  public.  It  was  your 
opinion,  Ernest,  and  your  constant  backing 
me  up,  that  made  me  dream  about  being 
an  artist.    And  now — well — there  are  other 

things  "    But  here  she  broke  away  from 

all  this  pretty  confusion,  and  proceeded  to 
speak  in  the  frank,  downright  impetuous 
fashion  that  was  a  good  deal  more  natural  to 
her.    "  Ernest,  what  is  the  use  of  your  talking 
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about  my  wretched  trash !  If  there  is  to  be 
an  exhibition  at  all,  let  it  be,  as  I  have  insisted 
again  and  again,  an  exhibition  of  your  collected 
works.  That  would  be  something — something 
noble  and  fine ! — and  whether  you  held  it  in 
London  or  New  York,  I  think  I  should  be 
there  to  see,  no  matter  where  I  might  have  to 
come  from !  When  you  can  bring  together 
a  series  of  great  imaginative  works  like  those 
that  have  won  you  your  fame,  what  is  the  use 
of  coming  to  me  for  my  wretched  little  scraps 
and  sketches  from  the  Atelier  Didron  ?  No, 
no,  Ernest ;  put  that  aside,  at  least  in  the 
meantime ;  and  think  of  something  more 
important — that  is,  if  you  are  capable  of 
thinking  about  anything  connected  with  your- 
self for  a  single  moment." 

And  with  that  she  went  away,  for  her 
mother  had  twice  called  her.  Wolfenberg 
followed  her  with  his  large,  grey,  thoughtful 
eyes. 

"  I  wonder  if  she  means  wholly  to  abandon 
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her  art— to  put  it  altogether  aside — and 
for  ever,"  he  said,  in  profound  meditation. 
"  Perhaps  she  does  not  know  the  sacrifice  she 
is  making.  Yet  to  have  advanced  so  far — to 
have  shown  such  power  " 

He  was  silent.  And  for  a  second  or  two 
the  friends  who  were  with  him  rather  held 
back  from  intrusion,  knowing  in  what  direction 
his  thoughts  were  bent ;  but,  presently,  to 
divert  his  mind  from  that  too  sombre  prospect, 
Peggy  returned  to  her  proposal  that  he  should, 
on  reaching  England,  go  on  with  herself  and 
her  husband  to  Inverfask.  It  was  a  kindly 
and  considerate  suggestion  on  her  part ;  but 
then  we  knew  from  of  old  that  she  was  capable 
of  such  things. 

"  Why,"  she  said  to  him,  "  you,  of  all  people 
in  the  world,  are  just  the  one  to  understand 
thoroughly  the  mysterious  charm,  and  fascina- 
tion of  those  remote  islands.  Shall  I  tell  you 
how  I  got  some  small  inkling  of  it  myself — 
though  I  went  there  as  a  stranger  ?    We  have 
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a  choir  at  Inverfask  ;  and  they  practise  in  the 
Volunteers'  Drill-Hall— a  big,  empty,  wooden 
place ;  and  one  night  my  husband  and  I 
walked  along  to  hear  them.  It  was  very 
dark  ;  and  we  were  cautious  about  the  steps  ; 
and  just  as  we  got  to  the  door,  which  was 
a  little  bit  open,  Ewen  said  to  me  '  Stop ! — 
listen  ! — they  are  going  to  sing  the  Lament 
of  Mac  Crimmon.'  So  we  stood  there  in  the 
dusk ;  and  the  first  thing  we  heard  was  the 
strangest  sound— the  voices  of  all  the  choir  in 
a  low,  modulated  murmur — it  was  like  the 
wailing  of  wind  round  the  shore — you  seemed 
to  be  looking  at  a  desolate  island — with  a 
grey  sea  all  around  it — and  driving  clouds  and 
rain.  I  cannot  tell  you  how  inexpressibly  sad 
and  mournful  it  was  ;  but  all  at  once  there 
was  a  woman's  voice — high  and  clear — it  was 
like  some  piteous  cry  of  anguish — but  softened 
by  its  being  distant — away  above  the  moaning 
of  the  wind  and  the  sea.  Indeed,  the 
others  had  stopped  now — there  was  but  the 
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one  voice— in  the  silence  you  could  hear 
distinctly : 

The  mists  are  dark  on  Coolin's  hill; 

The  banshee's  cry  is  far  and  shrill ; 

Blue  eyes  may  weep,  fond  hearts  may  yearn — 

Mac  Crimmon  shall  no  more  return. 

And  then  all  the  other  voices — the  men's 
voices  a  deep  bass — rose  in  refrain — so 
plaintive  and  sad — and  yet  so  lofty  and 
solemn — well,  I  know  I  was  trembling  from 
head  to  foot — 

No  more,  no  more,  no  more,  Mac  Crimmon ! 
No  more,  no  more,  no  more,  Mac  Crimmon ! 

— that  was  the  refrain — and  it  is  impossible 
to  describe  the  solemnity  of  it,  and  the 
mournfulness,  and  the  way  it  sounded  remote, 
as  if  it  was  all  taking  place  among  mists,  and 
grey  seas,  and  by  lonely  shores.  Ewen 
wanted  me  to  go  in.  I  could  not.  I  stood 
at  the  partly- opened  door.  And  then  they 
sang  'The  Braes  of  Glen  Braon.'  Oh,  that 
was  worse ! "    said  Peggy,  with  something 
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between  a  sob  and  a  laugh.  "  That  was 
worse.  If  you  want  to  have  your  heart 
broken  right  away,  get  a  Highland  choir  to 
sing  '  The  Braes  of  Glen  Braon '  !  " 

He  had  been  following  every  word  with 
rapt  attention :  we  could  see  by  his  eyes  how 
his  imagination  had  been  aroused. 

"  Yes/'  he  said,  "  I  should  like  to  visit 
those  islands — and  I  can  imagine  the  music 
being  a  true  key-note."  Then  his  interest 
seemed  to  fall  away.  "But  I  hardly  know 
yet  what  I  may  do.  I  have  been  absent  a 
long  time  from  my  own  country.  Perhaps 
I  should  go  back  there — one  owes  a  little 
gratitude  to  one's  native  soil." 

"Amelie  will  be  disappointed,"  said  Mrs. 
Threepenny-bit,  regarding  him,  "  if  you  do 
not  have  that  exhibition  of  your  pictures  in 
England." 

"  Amelie  ? "  said  he.  But  he  would  speak 
no  word  that  could  be  construed  into  any 
reflection  upon  her.    "Oh,  Ame'lie  will  have 
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plenty  of  interests/'  he  said  ;  "  why  should  she 
remember  or  care  about  a  trifle  like  that  1 " 

And  at  lunch-time,  again,  he  maintained 
that  attitude  of  resolute  optimism — to  cheer 
and  reassure  those  very  friends  of  his  who 
were  forsaking  him  ;  and  now  he  no  longer 
showed  any  hesitation  about  referring  to  Paul 
Hitrovo  in  their  common  talk. 

"What  do  you  say,  Amelie,"  he  asked, 
with  grave  irony,  "of  a  young  man  whose 
chief  ambition  is  to  become  a  member  of  the 
Austro- Hungarian  Jockey  Club  ? " 

She  laughed. 

"  What  do  I  say  ?  Well,  I  say — why  not  ? 
Has  he  not  got  as  good  a  name  as  any  of 
them  ?  Very  fine  names,  no  doubt — grand 
names —  Festetics  —  Esterhazy — Auersberg — 
Montenuovo — Batthyani :  but  which  of  them 
is  a  better  name  than  his  own?"  she  demanded, 
proudly. 

"  To  my  mind,"  Wolfenberg  said,  turning  to 
another  subject  that  seemed  to  suggest  itself 
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naturally  enough,  "  Vienna  is  by  far  and 
away  the  most  delightful  city  in  Europe — I 
mean,  to  live  in.  Its  appearance  is  so  bright 
and  cheerful — the  streets  spacious — the  foliage 
in  the  public  parks  beautiful — the  people  gay, 
light-spirited,  handsome — it  is  always  Carnival- 
time  in  Vienna.  It  is  true  it  has  not  got  the 
art-treasures  of  Florence ;  but  then  it  has  not 
got  the  poisonous  drainage  of  Florence.  It 
has  not  got  the  sea-view  of  Naples  ;  but  then 
it  has  not  got  the  squalor  and  beggary  of 
Naples.  It  has  not  got  the  mysterious  en- 
chantment of  Venice  ;  but  then  it  has  not  got 
the  smells  of  Venice.  No :  to  live  in — for 
pleasant  cheerfulness — for  the  enjoyment  of 
life — for  plenty  of  amusement,  among  well- 
bred,  and  handsome,  and  light-hearted  people 
— I  pronounce  for  Vienna  !  " 

The  mother  had  overheard  all  this  with 
ever-increasing  alarm. 

"  Amelie,"  said  she,  "  do  you  think  of  living 
in  Vienna  1 " 
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The  girl  laughed  again,  and  seemed  to  throw- 
away  the  future  from  her  by  a  little  gesture  of 
her  finger-tips. 

"  Who  knows,  matushka  ? "  she  said,  lightly. 
"  These  may  be  all  chateaux  en  Espagne.  But 
I  wish  you  would  make  this  wicked  Ernest 
think  more  seriously  about  his  exhibition  in 
London  :  that  is  of  much  more  importance." 

After  luncheon  he  disappeared,  as  also  did 
young  Verrinder  and  the  timid  and  Juno-eyed 
damsel ;  so  that  we  guessed  the  three  of  them 
were  away  after  that  mystic  picture  of  the  dawn 
that  was  partly  to  hide  and  partly  to  reveal 
a  portrait.  When  Wolfenberg  came  on  deck 
again,  some  two  hours  thereafter,  it  chanced 
that  Lady  Cameron  was  playing  cribbage  with 
the  Major ;  and  he  seized  this  opportune 
moment  to  approach  Mrs.  Threepenny-bit. 

"  You  can  keep  a  secret  well/'  he  said,  in  a 
guarded  voice,  and  with  smiling  eyes. 

"In  what  way?"  responded  Mrs.  Innocence. 

"  I  have  had  a  little  confession  made  to  me 
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this  afternoon,"  he  went  on.  "  Well,  of  course 
I  had  guessed — more  than  guessed.  If  I  had 
not  been  pretty  sure,  do  you  think  I  should 
have  undertaken  this  sketch  for  them  " 

"Oh,  the  sketch? — has  Julian  Verrinder 
said  anything  to  you  ? "  the  small  woman 
asked,  in  a  vague  kind  of  way. 

"  You  need  not  be  afraid  :  he  told  me  you 
knew,"  Wolfenberg  answered,  with  some  little 
amusement  over  her  hesitation.  And  then  he 
proceeded  with  a  kind  of  grave  sympathy : 
"  Indeed  it  has  been  very  attractive  to  me — 
the  occasional  hour  along  there  in  the  fore- 
saloon,  with  this  pretty  spectacle  before  my 
eyes  all  the  time.  Of  course  I  knew ;  it  was 
easy  to  guess;  and  there  were  no  onlookers 
down  there  to  disturb  them.  It  was  the  world 
all  grown  young  again — his  care  of  her  and 
constant  solicitude ;  her  timid  deference  to- 
wards him ;  and  both  of  them  thinking  they 
were  most  cleverly  concealing  their  tremendous 
secret.    Well,  it  was  gratitude  opened  the 
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young  man's  lips ;  it  appears  he  thinks  there 
is  some  kind  of  likeness ;  and  he  confided  in 
me  " 

"  But  why  should  the  tremendous  secret 
be  confided  first  to  one,  and  then  to  another, 
and  not  to  the  very  person  who  has  most 
right  to  know  ?  "  demanded  this  small  creature, 
more  in  amazement  than  in  anger.  "  Why 
does  not  that  silly  child  go  at  once  and  tell 
her  sister  ? " 

"  Well,  there  is  some  reason,  too,"  he  said, 
"  as  I  gather  from  certain  hints.  She  is  very 
much  afraid  of  being  cross-examined  as  to 
how  they  met,  and  as  to  her  position  generally 
— she  not  yet  knowing  any  one  of  his  relatives, 
and  so  forth — indeed,  I  don't  quite  understand 
all  their  distresses  and  fears  and  complications  ; 
but  I  am  informed  that  everything  is  to  be 
put  right  at  Malta." 

"  Oh,  everything  is  to  be  put  straight  at 
Malta  ? "  the  other  said,  graciously.  "  And 
how  is  Malta  going  to  make  the  difference  ?" 
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"  Must  I  reveal  all  their  plans  and  schemes  1 " 
he  said,  his  raised  eyebrows  smiling  an  enquiry. 
But  he  continued,  with  much  good-nature  : 
he  himself  seemed  interested  in  this  screened 
and  veiled  little  idyll.  "  Perhaps  I  cannot  be 
quite  positive  about  all  the  details  of  the 
plotting  and  contriving — for  there  was  a  good 
deal  of  shyness  and  embarrassment — but  at 
least  I  know  certain  features  of  it.  For 
example,  when  we  were  first  at  Constantinople, 
Miss  Emily  managed  to  get  her  photograph 
taken  " 

"  When  she  was  ashore  with  Miss  Penguin !  " 

"  She  managed  it,  anyhow ;  it  was  at 
Verrinder's  urgent  entreaty.  Then  when  we 
came  back  from  the  Crimea,  they  found  copies 
ready ;  and  these  were  at  once  dispatched — to 
Verrinder's  mother,  and  his  sister,  and  his 
uncle.  Now  do  you  see  where  Malta  comes 
in?" 

"  No,  I  don't,"  she  answered,  honestly. 

"  "Why,  by  the  time  we  get  to  Malta,  letters 
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from  England  will  have  arrived  there,  in 
answer  to  those  sent  from  Constantinople ; 
and  the  uncle,  and  the  mother,  and  the  sister 
have  all  been  implored  to  write  prettily  to  the 
young  lady  who  is  about  to  enter  their  family. 
The  photographs  will  have  propitiated  them — 
the  big,  soft  eyes,  the  winning  mouth,  the 
ingenuous  and  innocent  and  appealing  ex- 
pression. No  doubt  his  relatives  over  there 
know  well  enough  that  the  young  man  is  his 
own  master,  and  that  they  may  just  as  well 
approve  his  choice ;  still,  the  photographs  are 
to  bespeak  favour ;  and  very  nice  letters  are 
sure  to  come  to  Malta ;  then  Miss  Emily,  when 
she  goes  to  tell  her  sister,  will  have  documents 
in  her  hand  to  show  that  this  is  no  hole-and- 
corner  engagement,  that  everything  is  openly 
arranged  and  approved  of,  and  that  the 
Verrinder  family  are  ready  to  receive  her  with 
open  arms.  What  do  you  think  % — a  skilful 
little  design,  is  it  not  ?  " 

"It  is  a  piece  of  childish  absurdity  !  "  she 
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said,  sharply.  "  The  girl  ought  to  have  gone 
straight  to  her  sister,  and  told  her,  the 
moment  she  came  on  board." 

But  he,  in  his  large  toleration,  took  a  more 
lenient  view.  The  sight  of  those  two  young 
lovers  together  had  pleased  and  interested 
him ;  their  confiding  to  him  their  dark  plans 
and  stratagems  was  a  still  further  claim; 
indeed  so  charmed  was  he  with  the  society  of 
these  two  young  roman cists  that  what  was 
originally  meant  to  be  a  sketch  promised  to 
become  a  much  more  elaborate  affair  before  he 
had  finished  with  it  and  them.  Moreover  he 
had  his  own  secret ;  for  neither  of  them  knew 
that  this  drawing  was  to  be  a  wedding- 
present. 

But  that  night  something  happened  that 
drove  all  those  pretty  trifles  out  of  his  head. 
After  dinner  he  did  not  come  on  deck  with 
us  as  was  his  wont ;  nor  did  he  remain  in  the 
saloon  with  the  Dumaresqs  (there  was  to  be 
some  music)  ;  instead,  he  disappeared  in  the 
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direction  of  the  smoking-room,  along  with 
Paul  Hitrovo.  We  thought  little  of  it  at  the 
time ;  for  he  had  begun  to  make  open  show  of 
his  amicable  relations  with  the  young  Russian  ; 
he  seemed  to  wish  everybody  to  understand 
that  Amelie's  fianc^  must  needs  be  his  friend. 
We  went  on  deck,  well  content,  to  seek  out 
our  accustomed  haunt.  It  was  a  beautiful 
night — a  clear  moon  shining  on  a  quiet  sea : 
an  admirable  night  for  getting  away  down 
through  the  sprinkled  islands  of  the  Archipe- 
lago. 

It  was  late  when  he  joined  us  ;  and  instantly 
we  saw  that  something  had  occurred  ;  his  face 
was  curiously  disturbed  and  anxious. 

"I  am  glad  you  have  not  gone  below,"  he 
said — and  he  spoke  in  a  low  voice,  though 
there  was  no  one  near.  "  I  must  have  counsel 
— I  don't  know  what  to  do.  And — perhaps 
I  exaggerate:  wherever  Amelie  is  concerned, 
I  may  be  stupidly  nervous;  and  a  little 
common-sense   may  put   everything  right." 

VOL.  III.  E 


5o  WOLFENBERG. 

He  paused  for  a  second.  "Yes,  it  may  be 
merely  some  morbid  fancy— but  it  seems  as  if 
I  had  just  stepped  into  a  new-made  grave." 

His  face  looked  strange  in  the  moonlight. 
Then  he  appeared  to  make  an  effort  to  throw 
aside  some  feeling  that  was  oppressing  him. 

"No,  I  must  not,  and  will  not  believe  it," 
he  said,  with  his  naturally  firm  lips  tightening 
somewhat.     "I  am  easily  disquieted  where 
Amelie  is  concerned ;  and  that  is  a  weakness 
that  must  be  put  aside ;  one  might  take  example 
from  herself — her  splendid  nerve  and  audacious 
courage.    The  fact  is,  I  have  just  been  having 
a  long  chat  with  Hitrovo — the  first  intimate 
conversation  we  have  had;  and  he  has  been 
very  frank.    There  it  is,  you  see — his  frank- 
ness— disturbing  at  the  moment,  but  really 
hopeful ;  for  if  there  were  anything  really  evil 
about  him  there  would  be  no  concealment ;  he 
would  be  more  specious:  don't  you  think  so?" 

He  was  addressing  himself  more  particularly 
to  the  elder  of  the  two  women ;  but  what 
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could  she  say  in  answer  to  this  incoherent 
appeal  ?  It  was  clear  enough  that  this  man 
was  being  torn  in  two  different  directions :  he 
had  made  some  discovery  that  had  alarmed 
him — and  yet  he  was  determined  to  see  nothing 
of  any  moment  in  it. 

"At  the  same  time,"  he  continued,  as  if  in 
partial  justification  of  himself,  "it  is  a  little 
startling  when  a  young  man  begins  to  tell  you, 
quite  calmly  and  coolly,  what  he  means  to  do 
with  the  fortune  he  counts  on  coming  to  him 
with  his  marriage.  And  that  is  what  Hitrovo 
did — oh,  yes — quite  coolly  and  frankly! — no 
beating  about  the  bush  whatever.  Race -horses 
he  seems  to  have  set  his  mind  on  chiefly — 
owning  the  horses — keeping  up  some  kind  of 
racing  establishment,  I  suppose.  He  confessed 
to  me  that  he  had  no  money  of  his  own — had 
run  through  it ;  and  that  it  was  absolutely 
necessary,  if  he  married  at  all,  that  he  should 
marry  a  woman  with  plenty  of  money.  Then 
he  began  to  ask  me  the  extent  of  Amelies 
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fortune ;  he  appeared  to  assume  that  he  would 
have  entire  control  of  it;  indeed,  he  even 
suggested  that  he  might  have  to  impose  con- 
ditions— as  if  he  were  being  bought,  and 
wanted  the  highest  possible  price  for  himself!" 

But  here  he  stopped ;  for  his  voice  was 
beginning  to  vibrate  with  indignation.  When 
he  resumed,  it  was  in  quite  a  different  key. 

"After  all,"  he  said,  "it  may  be  only 
natural.  I  think  the  English  and  Americans 
look  on  marriage  differently  from  the  nations 
of  continental  Europe.  On  the  Continent 
marriage  is  a  provision  and  a  settlement ; 
and  why  should  not  a  young  man  frankly  tell 
you  he  has  no  money  of  his  own  ;  and  why 
should  not  he  look  forward  to  an  abundance 
of  wealth  that  will  benefit  his  wife  as  well  as 
himself?  As  I  say,  it  was  merely  that  at 
first  his  honesty  was  a  little  startling ;  yet 
there  is  little  need  to  protest  against  honesty 
— it  is  too  uncommon.  You  see,"  he  pro- 
ceeded, with  a  sort  of  affectation  of  careless 
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equanimity,  "if  I  did  really  think  he  was 
nothing  but  a  fortune-hunter,  I  should  be 
bound  to  go  and  warn  Mrs.  Dumaresq,  and 
AmeTie  too.  Don't  you  agree  with  me  ?  I 
am  their  friend.  They  are  women,  alone, 
with  no  adviser  to  guide  them.  Wouldn't 
you  say,  now,  that  if  I  thought  there  was 
serious  danger — if  I  thought  Hitrovo's  only 
notion  in  marrying  Amelie  was  to  get  hold 
of  her  money  to  squander  it  on  the  Turf — 
I  ought  to  go  and  warn  her  mother  and 
herself?" 

This  was  the  counsel  he  had  come  for, 
evidently ;  but  the  wise,  small  creature  whom 
he  addressed  knew  better  than  to  intervene 
at  such  a  moment.  The  ways  were  all  dark 
as  yet.    She  was  silent. 

"Yes,  if  it  were  really  so,"  he  said,  pre- 
sently, with  something  more  of  sincerity,  and 
even  with  some  trace  of  agitation,  in  his  voice, 
"  it  would  be  terrible.  If  it  were  so,  and  if 
Amdlie  were  to  make  the  discovery,  it  would 


54  WOLFENBERG. 

kill  her.  She  is  so  passionately  proud.  And 
her  heart  is  just  filled  with  this  new  happi- 
ness ;  she  says  she  knows  what  it  is  to  live 
now;  she  says  she  is  ready  to  part  with  all 
other  illusions — but  not  with  this  one.  And 
that  also  is  to  be  considered:  why  should  I 
seek  to  rob  her  of  this  great  and  absorbing 
happiness,  even  if  I  knew,  or  suspected,  him 
to  be  unworthy  of  her  ? —  " 

She  dared  not  answer.  These  questions 
that  he  asked  her,  with  their  infinite  and  un- 
searchable possibilities,  appalled  her.  And  as 
for  him,  he  seemed  distracted  —  fighting 
against  himself,  and  determined  to  destroy 
his  own  sombre  imaginings  and  fears. 

"  There  is  nothing  so  despicable  as  an 
intermeddler  and  busybody,"  he  said,  with  a 
sudden  vehemence  of  angry  self-contempt. 
"  And  he  is  almost  certainly  misinformed — 
necessarily  so — he  is  an  outsider.  And  he 
almost  invariably  works  mischief.  How  is  it 
possible   that  I  should   know   more  about 


OVER  A   VOLCANO.  55 

Hitrovo  than  Amelie  does — she  who  has  been 
studying  him  closely  all  this  time  ?  The  idea 
of  my  taking  information  about  Hitrovo  to 
her !  And  the  information  would  be  wrong  ; 
it  would  be  founded  on  a  personal  misappre- 
hension of  my  own;  it  would  be  the  result 
of  misunderstanding,  of  false  judgment.  Why 
should  he  not  ask  about  the  extent  of  her 
fortune  ?  It  is  but  natural  he  should  want 
to  know.  And  why  should  I  take  it  for 
granted  that  he  would  squander  the  money 
on  the  Turf  ?  Ah,  I  see  you  understand  how 
these  fears  of  mine  arise.  I  know  why  you 
are  silent.  You  are  saying  to  yourself  that 
I  am  jealous ;  that  I  hate  him  for  taking  her 
away  from  association  with  me ;  that  I 
attribute  motives  that  are  ungenerous ;  that  I 
am  prophesying  evil  because  I  feel  injured. 
"Well,  perhaps  it  is  so — I  hope  it  is  so —  " 

He  was  standing  opposite  her — his  earnest 
eyes  and  questioning  face  bent  down  upon 
her.    Somehow,  with  a  kind  of  instinct,  she 
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reached  up  her  hand  to  his  hand,  and  took  it, 
and  pressed  it  for  a  moment :  it  was  a  trivial 
little  action  more  significant  than  any  words. 

"  No,"  she  said,  "  that  is  not  to  be  thought 
of.  Not  any  one  could  think  that.  The  affec- 
tion you  have  shown  towards  her — so  constant 
— so  unselfish — I  have  never  seen  the  like  of. 
And  now  you  are  thinking  of  nothing  but 
her.  It  is  her  welfare — her  happiness — 
always.  But,  my  dear  friend,  how  can  I 
answer  you  ?  You  are  hoping  for  the  best : 
perhaps  the  best  may  come.  Will  you  tell 
me  this  ?— did  he  speak,  apart  from  these 
mere  money-matters,  as  if  he  really  cared  for 
her?" 

"  He  spoke  as  if  his  sole  concern  was  the 
amount  of  her  fortune — and  what  he  was 
going  to  do  with  it  I "  Wolfenberg  exclaimed, 
with  an  involuntary  return  to  that  tone  of 
indignation ;  but  the  next  moment  he  had 
become  dreadfully  confused,  and  humble,  and 
apologetic.    "Naturally,  naturally,"  he  said. 


OVER  A   VOLCANO.  57 

"  Men  don't  talk  of  sacred  and  secret  things 
in  a  corner  of  a  smoking-room.  Of  course  he 
cares  for  her,  or  why  should  he  wish  to  marry 
her  ?  He  could  marry  well  elsewhere  ;  he  has 
high  connections  ;  he  could  probably  marry  a 
bigger  fortune  than  hers,  if  that  were  all  he 
was  seeking.  No,  no  ;  why  should  we  suppose 
anything  of  the  kind  ?  In  a  smoking-room — 
talking  to  one  who  was  almost  a  stranger  to 
him — of  course  he  spoke  merely  of  ordinary 
and  practical  things.  He  knew  that  I  was 
more  or  less  acquainted  with  their  affairs  ; 
and  he  wanted  information — what  could  be 
more  reasonable  ?  He  was  not  going  to  talk 
about  love-passages — to  wear  his  heart  on  his 
sleeve — in  a  ship's  smoking-room  !  And  when 
he  spoke  of  the  cost  of  living  in  Vienna,  and 
the  expense  of  giving  entertainments,  and 
keeping  a  few  race-horses,  why,  that  was  only 
telling  me  something  in  return  for  what  I  had 
told  him.  Yes,  I  see  I  must  have  exaggerated 
it  all  to  my  own  mind,"  he  went  on,  with  a  kind 
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of  pathetic  insistence.  "  I  must  have  jumped 
to  unwarranted  conclusions,  merely  because 
lie  was  so  outspoken  and  straightforward. 
And  then,  if  I  were  to  go  and  alarm  Mrs. 
Dumaresq  unnecessarily,  would  not  that  be 
a  monstrous  piece  of  stupidity  %  As  I  say,  I 
am  foolishly  nervous  and  apprehensive  about 
Amelie  and  anything  that  might  affect  her ; 
and  I  must  exercise  a  little  self-control ;  I 
must  bring  some  common-sense  to  bear ;  I 
must  wait  for  to-morrow's  clear  daylight  to 
dispel  all  these  black  dreams." 

"  That  at  least  can  do  no  harm,"  she  said 
as  she  rose — and  indeed  it  was  time  for  all 
of  us  to  get  away  below,  to  seek  out  our 
several  berths. 

As  the  two  women  paused  for  a  second  at 
the  door  of  Peggy's  cabin,  there  were  but  few 
words  spoken  between  them. 

"  Well,  Missis,  what  do  you  think  of  that  ? " 

"  I  know  one  thing,  Peggy,"  said  her  friend, 
sadly  enough.     "In  spite  of  all  his  brave 
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optimism,  there  is  a  sick  heart  on  board  this 
ship  this  night." 

Next  morning  we  were  amongst  the  most 
southerly  of  the  shining  Cyclades.    A  glance 
out  of  the  port-hole  told  us  we  were  nearing 
certain  ruddy  islands  of  a  curious  burnt  and 
arid  aspect :  lofty  cliffs  and  peaks  of  slag  and 
tufa,  with  here  and  there  shelves  and  crests 
of  marble  and   here   and  there  masses  of 
tumbled  cinders.    Not  a  blade  of  vegetation 
anywhere  visible  ;  while  the  only  symptom  of 
human  life  or  occupation  was  a  solitary  fish- 
ing-boat, the  orange-gold  hull  and  sails  of 
which,  catching  the  early  sunlight,  sent  glaring 
reflections  down  on  the  glassy  blue  mirror  of 
the  sea.    Then  the  gradual  lessening  of  the 
Orotania's   speed  was  of  itself  a  sufficient 
summons :  we  were  in  a  manner  called  on 
deck,  to  see  what  was  abroad. 

We  discovered  that  we  were  quietly  steal- 
ing into  the  Gulf  of  Santorin — a  circular,  or 


60  WOLFENBERG. 

almost  circular,  basin,  formed  by  the  enclosing 
crescent  of  Thera  and  the  shorter  coast  line  of 
Therasia.  But  the  strange  thing  to  think  of 
was  that  we  were  now  steaming  slowly  across 
the  crater  of  a  volcano — a  volcano  not  at  all 
extinct,  but  capable,  in  its  livelier  moods,  of 
throwing  up  an  island  or  two  from  its  unknown 
ocean  depths.  At  the  present  moment  there 
was  little  sign  of  disturbance  either  by  water  or 
land  ;  the  ruddy  cliffs  were  still  and  silent ;  the 
azure  plain  around  us  showed  hardly  a  ripple. 

It  was  a  striking  scene,  and  beautiful  in  its 
way,  but  in  no  wise  terrific  or  awe-inspiring ; 
and  when  our  friends  began  to  appear,  in  little 
detached  groups,  a  general  air  of  animation 
and  cheerfulness  prevailed.  Amelie  Dumaresq, 
in  especial,  seemed  to  be  very  merry  and  light- 
hearted  on  this  pleasant  morning ;  she  had 
put  her  arm  round  her  mother's  waist ;  she 
was  laughing  and  talking  and  looking  up  to 
Paul  Hitrovo  :  Wolfenberg — more  thoughtful 
of  face — was  also  with  them. 
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"  Why  doesn't  the  kettle  boil  ? "  we  could 
hear  her  say,  as  she  was  regarding  the  still 
blue  circumference  of  sea.  "  Or  has  the  water 
put  out  the  fires  ?  " 

There  were  other  two  women  separated 
from  that  little  knot  of  companions  by  but  a 
few  yards. 

"  Missis,"  said  Peggy,  in  an  undertone, 
"  have  you  been  considering  what  you  were 
told  last  evening  ?  " 

"I  lay  awake  a  good  part  of  the  night," 
was  the  simple  answer. 

"And  don't  you  think,"  continued  Peggy, 
with  significant  eyes,  "  that  there  are  certain 
people  not  very  far  away  from  us  who  are  just 
over  a  volcano  in  more  senses  than  one  ? " 

"  Poor  Wolfenberg ! "  said  her  friend, 
absently  :  she  did  not  seem  to  heed  about 
the  others. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

UNDER- CUR  RENTS. 

And  so  once  again  we  were  on  the  wide  waste 
of  waters,  yet  not  altogether  out  of  sight  of 
land,  for  in  the  north  a  few  rocky  islands,  of 
a  faint  rose-grey,  were  visible,  while  in  the 
south  a  pale  film  along  the  horizon  spoke  of 
the  distant  coast-line  of  Crete.  But  the  fact 
is  that  we  had  for  long  grown  so  accustomed 
to  the  ever-constant  features  of  that  outer 
world — the  cloudless  skies,  the  spacious  circle 
of  blue-black,  silver-flashing  waves,  and  the 
blaze  of  white  light  away  towards  the  sun — 
that  it  was  only  by  accident  one's  attention 
strayed  beyond  the  rail  of  the  ship;  in  this 
floating  home  of  ours  there  were  sufficient 
interests  to  occupy  us ;  and  more  especially  at 


UNDER-CURRENTS.  63 

this  moment  were  these  interests  become  of 
serious,  not  to  say  tragic,  import. 

For  to  Wolfenberg  the  long  hours  of  the 
night  had  brought  no  reassurance.  As  soon 
as  our  Orotanians  had  settled  down  to  their 
ordinary  duties  or  amusements,  he  took  the 
first  convenient  opportunity  of  seeking  out 
the  small  woman  whose  tact,  and  shrewdness, 
and  unfailing  sympathy  and  kindliness  he 
had  learned  to  understand.  And  we  could 
see  by  something  in  his  face  that  he  had  no 
good  news  to  report. 

"  Perhaps  you  think  I  was  exaggerating 
when  I  spoke  to  you  last  evening,"  he  said 
to  her.  "  But  it  isn't  so.  There  was  even 
some  concealment:  I  thought  you  might  be 
induced  to  take  a  hopeful  view.  And  now  you 
ought  to  know  the  truth  ;  for  something  terrible 
may  be  looming  ahead — that  even  yet  might 
be  averted  ;  and  it  is  your  experience,  and 
judgment,  and  knowledge  of  a  woman's  nature 
that  a  man  finds  need  of  in  such  a  crisis.' 


64  WOLFENBERG. 

Her  eyes  were  fixed  on  him  ;  and  as  plainly 
as  possible  they  said:  'Well,  tell  me  the 
story.  But  it  is  about  you — it  is  about  you 
yourself — that  I  am  really  concerned.' 

"I  have  been  thinking  it  over  during  the 
night,"  he  went  on.  "  And  the  truth  is  I  did 
not  half  describe  to  you  the  coolness  with 
which  Hitrovo  talked.  He  quite  seemed  to 
take  it  for  granted  that  it  was  to  be  made  well 
worth  his  while  to  marry.  And  his  ideas 
about  the  extent  of  Amelie's  fortune  were 
absolutely  preposterous.  No  doubt  the  Du- 
maresqs  are  very  well  off ;  and  Amelie  is  an 
only  child  ;  but  he  appeared  to  regard  her 
as  a  great  heiress ;  and  his  schemes  about  the 
administration  of  her  property,  when  it  came 
under  his  control,  were  grand  indeed.  Did  I 
tell  you  about  the  race-horses  ?  I  know  little 
about  race-horses  myself ;  but  I  should  imagine 
that  keeping  up  such  an  establishment  as  he 
spoke  of  would  be  a  most  expensive  affair,  to 
say  nothing  of  the  gambling  and  betting. 
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The  fact  is,  in  estimating  Amelie's  probable 
fortune,  he  has  been  led  astray  by  her  dia- 
monds. I  can  see  that.  He  assumes  that 
her  money  will  be  in  proportion  to  her  jewel- 
lery ;  and  there  he  is  entirely  mistaken ;.  for 
the  bulk  of  those  diamonds  came  to  her .  as 
a  special  legacy  from  an  aunt  who  died  some 
years  ago  " 

"  It  is  very  extraordinary  that  a  girl  should 
carry  about  with  her  £4,000  or  £5,000  worth 
of  diamonds,"  said  Mrs.  Threepenny-bit,  in  a 
casual  way. 

"They  are  a  plaything  for  her,"  said  he, 
briefly — for  when  would  he  allow  that  Amelie 
Dumaresq  was  acting  with  any  lack  of  discre- 
tion ?  "  And  they  are  safe  enough  while  we 
are  at  sea ;  and  then  again,  when  we  get  into 
port,  she  hands  them  over  to  the  Purser  and 
his  strong-box.  But  you  can  easily  under- 
stand how  Hitrovo,  seeing  such  a  quantity  of 
jewellery  in  the  possession  of  a  young  un- 
married girl,  would  naturally  imagine  that  her 
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property  was  in  proportion :  hence  the  talk 
about  race-horses — about  the  fine  house  in 
Vienna — and  balls,  and  musical  evenings,  and 
private  theatricals.  If  he  is  selling  himself," 
added  Wolfenberg,  with  unusual  bitterness  — 
"as  he  almost  leaves  you  to  infer — he  is 
demanding  a  large  price  ! " 

Mrs.  Threepenny-bit  was  silent  and  thought- 
ful for  a  moment  or  two. 

"Young  men  sometimes  talk  with  affected 
cynicism  in  such  cases,"  she  said.  "But  there 
are  means  by  which  you  could  find  out  whether 
he  was  making  honest  confession  or  not.  For 
instance,  you  could  tell  him  how  mistaken  he 
was  about  the  amount  of  Amelie's  fortune. 
You  would  be  justified  in  doing  so  ;  that  would 
not  be  the  interference  of  a  busybody — which 
you  seem  to  dread  ;  for  he  himself  has  applied 
to  you  for  information.  That  is  one  ^point. 
Another  is,  you  can  hint  pretty  plainly  to  him 
that  her  money  will  be  strictly  tied  up  and 
settled  upon  herself.  Then  hear  what  he  has 
to  say." 
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A  quick  flush  sprang  to  his  face  ;  and  he 
seemed  to  shrink  back  from  that  proposal, 
almost  in  alarm. 

"  Oh,  I  could  not  do  that ! "  he  said,  hur- 
riedly. "  Why  — why — that  would  look  as  if 
I  wanted  the  engagement  broken  off ! — where- 
as, it  is  quite  the  other  way  :  there  is  nothing 
I  would  not  do  to  have  the  marriage  come 
about  happily,  when  I  see  how  her  whole  life 
seems  bound  up  in  it.  No,  no  ;  no,  no ;  I  am 
all  anxiety  that  everything  should  go  on  well, 
and  safely,  and  happily ;  and  surely  it  is  wiser 
to  have  a  little  confidence — surely  one  ought 
to  be  on  the  sanguine  side — to  hope  for  the 
best—  " 

It  was  clear  that  this  man  knew  not  what 
to  think — that  his  mind  was  racked  and  torn 
asunder  by  the  conflict  between  his  desperate 
misgivings  and  his  dogged  optimism. 

"  Would  it  not  be  more  reasonable,"  he 
continued,  "  to  take  up  your  other  conjecture, 
so  that  I  could  go  to  him  and  say — 'Come, 
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now,  admit  that  there  was  a  good  deal .  of 
affectation  in  your  manner  of  speaking  last 
night.  You  are  not  really  going  to  marry  in 
order  to  have  plenty  of  money  to  squander 
in  Vienna.  You  cannot  be  quite  so  calmly 
indifferent  to  Ame'lie  herself— to  her  personal 
grace  and  charm,  her  striking  and  attractive 
individuality,  her  intellectual  gifts.  You  don't 
honestly  consider  that  you  are  selling  yourself 
for  a  mess  of  potage.  That  is  all  blague — or 
rather  the  talk  of  the  young  man  of  the 
present  day,  who  above  all  things  detests  and 
dreads  being  thought  sentimental.'  Wouldn't 
that  be  better  1 — wouldn't  that  be  the  more 
generous  interpretation1? — and  mightn't  it  lead 
him  to  speak  in  a  less  openly  cynical  fashion?" 

"  Perhaps,"  she  said,  evasively. 

"And  you  may  be  sure  of  this,"  he  went 
on,  "that  he  does  not  talk  in  that  way  to 
Ame'lie.  She  must  see  and  know  the  other 
side.  Look  at  her  over  there  now  :  did  you 
ever  behold  such  a  perfect  embodiment  of  high 
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spirits  and  radiant  happiness  ?  What  is  she 
after  now  ? " 

"  Worrying  people  into  giving  promises  for 
to-morrow  night's  concert,"  answered  Mrs. 
Threepenny-bit,  coldly.  Indeed,  she  had  of 
late  shown  herself  somewhat  impervious  to 
Amdlie  Dumaresq's  many  fascinations— though 
ordinarily  she  was  not  hard  of  heart  towards 
young  women. 

"I  shall  hope  to  see  her  as  careless  and 
merry  as  that  always,5'  said  he,  with  a  certain 
wistfulness.  And  then  he  came  back  to  this 
subject  that  had  caused  him  so  much  of 
perplexity  and  pain. 

"There  is  one  thing  I  must  ask  you,"  he 
said.  "  Supposing  that  you,  or  I,  or  anybody 
were  to  be  personally  convinced  that  Hitrovo 
was  marrying  Amelie  wholly  from  mercenary 
motives,  then  would  you  consider  it  a  point 
of  honour  that  she  should  be  told  ?  Or  don't 
you  think,  if  you  saw  how  all  her  hopes  were 
centred  upon  this  union,  that  you  would  rather 
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be  silent,  and  trust  to  everything  coming  right, 
and  try  to  work  to  that  end  ?  You  see,  you 
might  be  altogether  mistaken  in  your  sus- 
picions. It  is  easy  to  misjudge  people :  it  is 
difficult  to  get  at  motives.  But,  above  all,  if 
you  saw  that  her  chances  of  happiness  in  life 
were  irrevocably  pledged,  would  you  not  rather 
rely  upon  things  coming  out  right  somehow, 
instead  of  going  to  her  with  the  cruel  truth  ? 

Eemember  what  she  is  " 

"Yes,  I  know  what  you  mean,"  responded 
his  friend.  "  And  I  remember  what  you  said 
last  night  about  her  passionate  pride — that 
it  would  kill  her  if  she  were  to  discover  that 
she  had  been  deceived  by  an  adventurer, 
that  she  had  been  sought  after  merely  for  her 
money.  Well,  I  am  not  so  sure  that  such 
a  discovery  would  kill  her.  I  think  her  pride 
would  work  another  way.  It  would  make  her 
furious ;  it  would  make  her  a  good  deal  more 
auxious  to  kill  him — that  is,  if  she  found  out 
in  time.  And  supposing  he  is  the  despicable 
creature  you  suggest  " 
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"  Oh,  but  I  did  not  suggest  that !  "  he  said, 
anxiously — and  one  almost  seemed  to  fancy 
that  his  face  grew  a  trifle  pale.  "  No  ;  I  say 
it  is  impossible  he  can  be  blind  to  what  Amelie 
is  in  herself ;  it  is  impossible  he  can  be  think- 
ing only  of  her  money.  And  your  surmise  is 
so  much  more  reasonable — that  he  may  be 
merely  talking  for  effect.  He  would  not 
confess  it  if  it  were  really  true ! — he  would 
conceal  it  " 

"Anyhow,"  said  she,  "let  us  imagine  for 
a  moment  that  it  is  really  true.  And  if  Amelie 
were  to  make  the  discovery  in  time — before 
marriage,  I  mean — would  not  the  very  pride 
you  speak  of  enable  her  to  throw  him  off 
without  an  apparent  pang  ?  It  isn't  as  if  she 
would  be  left  desolate,  and  objectless,  and 
friendless.  Could  she  not  resume  that  relation- 
ship with  you  that  she  used  to  be  so  enthu- 
siastic about  ? — and  take  up  her  painting  ? — 
and  become  a  great  artist  ? — and  do  all  the 
fine  things  she  was  set  upon  ?  " 
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He  appeared  for  a  moment  bewildered. 

"  Kesume  all  that?"  he  said,  with  the 
strangest  look  in  his  eyes.  Then  he  seemed 
to  put  away  from  him  that  possibility  as  some- 
thing too  hopeless,  as  something  for  ever  done 
with.  "  No,  no ;  it  cannot  be.  The  current 
of  her  life  has  set  in  another  direction  ;  and  it 
cannot  be  stemmed  or  diverted  now,  without 
a  catastrophe  too  frightful  to  contemplate. 
No,  no;  we  have  to  make  the  best;  we  have 
to  hope  for  the  best——  " 

And  at  this  very  moment,  when  he  was 
driven  nigh  to  distraction  by  anxiety  on  her 
account,  Amelie  herself  came  over  to  us,  gay, 
audacious,  scornfully-mocking,  and  light- 
hearted  as  a  linnet.  She  certainly  looked 
charming.  The  slight  make-up  she  was  in  the 
habit  of  adding  to  her  complexion  for  evening 
wear  was  now  absent;  there  was  a  youthful 
freshness  in  the  pale  olive  hue  of  her  cheek ; 
her  lips  were  healthily  red  without  any 
salve  at  all ;   and  a  perfectly  reckless  and 
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childish  merriment  laughed  in  the  dark,  soft, 
audacious  eyes. 

"Why,  you  are  the  most  persistently  idle 
people  ! "  she  exclaimed.  "  I  can  bear  down 
anybody's  opposition  except  yours ;  you  are 
too  dreadfully  stubborn.  Why  won't  you  help 
us  ?  We  have  all  sorts  of  offers  that  we  want 
to  refuse  ;  and  yet  you  won't  enable  us ;  you 
are  mute,  and  obstinate,  and  clannish,  and 
unsocial.  And,  mind  you,  I  have  heard — oh, 
yes,  I  have  heard  of  ongoings  elsewhere — 
plantation  choruses — banjoes— and  pretty  late 
hours,  too — or  early,  whichever  you  like  to 
call  them ;  but  here  you  are  all  as  mum  as 
mice.  Why,  even  that  dear  creature,  Sappho, 
has  come  down  from  her  lofty  heights  to  assist 
us — and  this  time  it  is  not  a  recitation  merely 
■ — but  a  song  :  isn't  it  good  of  her  ?  " 

"To  sing  for  you  ?  "  Lady  Cameron  inter- 
posed. "  It  is  impossible  !  She  told  me  she 
was  struggling  day  and  night  with  a  Requiem 
for  the  ocean-grave  of  Phaon ;  and  that  she 
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could  get  no  peace,  it  was  so  difficult.  You 
see,  she  wants  to  bring  in  something  pointing 
to  the  murderer — the  supposed  murderer ;  and 
that  may  not  be  so  easy.  She  was  in  great 
gloom  about  it :  it  is  impossible  she  can  have 
undertaken  to  sing  !  " 

"  She  is  going  to  sing  nevertheless,"  said  the 
young  lady,  confidently.  "  And  she  has  given 
us  the  name  of  her  song.  She  means  to 
appeal  to  popular  sentiment — she  is  resolved 
to  captivate  the  crowd  with  simple  and  honest 
pathos — she  is  going  to  sing  '  When  other 
lips.' " 

No  one  was  inhuman  enough  to  laugh ;  nay, 
a  perfect  and  subdued  gravity  was  maintained 
by  every  pair  of  eyes.  But  how  could  we 
help  figuring  in  imagination  the  rather  dowdy 
figure,  and  the  dishevelled  sandy  hair,  and  the 
wail  of  hopeless  passion  telling  of  Sappho's 
own  tragic  past  ?  And  how  could  we  help 
recalling  young  Alec  Burke,  who  was  erewhile 
in  the  Foreign  Office,  but  whom  the  Foreign 
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Office  will  see  no  more  ?  Cha  till,  cha  till,  cha 
till  e  tuille !  Maddened  by  merciless  persecu- 
tion, he  took  a  consulship  and  fled  to  the  Gold 
Coast :  he  knew  she  dared  not  follow  him 
thither — or,  at  least,  he  would  have  long 
notice  of  her  coming,  and  would  have  time  to 
escape.  Then  he  was  heard  of  at  Costa  Rica 
— at  San  Salvador — at  Bogota — at  Nicaragua. 
Poor  Alec  ! — a  wanderer  on  the  face  of  the 
earth — looking  back  towards  England  from 
time  to  time,  but  always  with  a  shuddering 
fear.   An  cogadh  na  sith  cha  till  e  tuille  ! 

During  the  better  part  of  this  day  the  ship 
was  as  full  of  strange  noises  as  was  Caliban's 
island — '  Sounds,  and  sweet  airs,  that  give 
delight,  and  hurt  not ' — in  preparation  for  the 
following  night.  And  as  we  happened  to  be 
in  the  neighbourhood,  we  thought  we  might 
as  well  look  in  and  see  how  Ferdinand  and 
Miranda  were  getting  on,  in  the  company  of 
the  arch-magician  weaving  his  spells.  Yes, 
we  found  all  three  in  the  fore -saloon ;  our 
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entrance  did  not  seem  to  make  any  difference; 
the  artist  proceeded  with  his  work,  talking 
the  while  ;  and  if  he  had  two  more  auditors, 
what  then  ?    He  did  not  seem  to  heed.  • 

And  yet  no  one  could  have  understood 
Wolfenberg's  present  mood  and  attitude — his 
apparent  equanimity — who  had  not  observed 
the  rare ,  combination  of  faculties  that  his 
features  expressed :  the  imagination  and  pensive 
wistfulness  of  his  forehead  and  eyes  along  with 
the  determined  will  and  strength  of  the  lower 
part  of  his  face.  No  doubt  he  had  made  an 
appointment  with  these  young  folks  ;  and  here 
he  was  keeping  it ;  and  he  was  resolutely  and 
definitely  thrusting  away  from  him  his  own 
pressing  anxieties  in  order  to  entertain  his 
sitter  and  hold  her  interested.  His  talk  was 
chiefly  a  kind  of  monologue — sometimes  whim- 
sical, sometimes  serious — that  was  interrupted 
now  and  again  when  he  stepped  back  to  judge 
of  the  progress  of  his  work. 

"  I  was  just  saying  to  these  young  people," 
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he  remarked  to  Mrs.  Threepenny-bit,  as  she 
took  a  seat  not  far  from  him,  "  that  the  confi- 
dence of  youth,  the  splendid  audacity  of  youth, 
was  a  very  fine  kind  of  thing,  but  that 
occasionally  it  became  almost  shocking — 
especially  in  the  way  of  rash  statements. 
Take  the  young  man  who  was  in  love  with  the 
lass  of  Eichmond  Hill.  His  assertion — '  I'd 
crowns  resign  to  call  her  mine ' — was  much  too 
absolute  and  unqualified.  If  he  had  said  '  I 
think,  in  certain  circumstances,  I  might  perhaps 
resign  a  crown  or  several  crowns  in  order  to 
call  her  mine,'  that  would  have  been  more 
prudent.  I  am  afraid,  if  he  had  been  taken 
at  his  word,  and  if  he  had  had  the  crown  or 
crowns  to  resign,  he  might  have  been  tempted 

to  think  twice  " 

"  It  was  only  a  figure  of  speech  !  "  young 
Yerrinder  said,  naturally  defending  his  kith 
and  kind. 

"  Yes,"  said  Wolfenberg  — -  still  working 
away  at  the  splendid  throat  and  the  dark  hair 
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under  the  mysterious  veil.    "Yes,  a  figure  of 
speech.    In  fact,  hyperbole.    And  hyperbole 
is  the  natural  language  of  a  young  man,  if  only 
he  would  talk  naturally.    But  he  is  afraid. 
He  prefers  sheltering  himself  behind  an  affec- 
tation of  indifference — or,  worse  still,  cynicism. 
Now  cynicism  is  the  most  useless  kind  of  a 
thing  in  the  whole  wide  world.  Cynicism 
never  does  anything.    '  Ice  makes  no  confla- 
gration.1    Fanaticism  may  work  miracles; 
cynicism  produces  nothing.    And  the  reason 
why  the  human  race  gives  so  eager  a  welcome 
to  any  new  prophet,  or  new  faith,  or  new 
enthusiasm,  is  that  through  thousands  and 
thousands  of  years  men  and  women  have 
grown  so  tired  and  disappointed  with  the 
commonplace  routine  of  life,  with  its  narrow 
interests,  its  monotonous  experiences,  its  miser- 
able perishing  into  nothingness,  that  when 
any  one  puts  something  higher  and  nobler 
before  them,  and  calls  on  them  to  attain 
to  it,  then  hope  stirs  in  them  again,  their 
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imagination  is  fired,  another  millennium  appears 
in  the  future.  The  millennium  never  comes ; 
but  they  have  the  joy  of  striving  forward 
towards  it ;  and  I  suppose  something  is  added 
to  human  consciousness  by  each  wave  of 
human  faith.  And  if  you  wish  to  make  your 
mark  on  your  own  time  and  age — But  perhaps, 
Mr.  Julian,  the  rearing  of  pheasants  is  what 
you're  looking  forward  to  % "  he  said,  with  a 
laugh,  as  he  turned  aside  to  pick  up  his 
penknife. 

"  And  why  not  the  rearing  of  pheasants  ? " 
said  the  Baby  (blushing  furiously).  "We 
can't  all  be  prophets  % — you  wouldn't  have  a 
whole  nation  of  prophets  % " 

"  Quite  right — I  quite  agree  with  you,"  he 
answered  her,  good-naturedly  —  indeed,  he 
seemed  rather  pleased  by  this  spirited  little  bit 
of  protest.  "  I  was  only  going  to  say  that  if 
you  wish  to  impress  yourself  on  your  own  time 
you  must  teach  people  that  there  is  something 
finer,  and  more  wonderful,  and  more  desirable 
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than  the  ordinary  everyday  existence  they  see 
around  them;  and  you  may  do  that  if  you 
have  the  heart  and  brain  of  a  poet,  or  a  painter, 
or  a  musician,  for  each  has  his  own  revelation 
to  make.  But — if  you  will  allow  me  to  have 
my  sermon  out —  "  he  continued,  looking  over 
in  a  very  kindly  fashion  towards  this  young 
lady,  "there  is  another  way,  in  a  smaller 
sphere.  We  cannot  all  be  authors  and  artists 
and  musicians,  any  more  than  we  could  have 
the  country  filled  with  prophets  and  priests. 
But  I  will  take  a  single  human  being,  who  is 
none  of  these  things,  but  who  has  certain 
qualities  of  honour,  and  modesty,  and  unselfish- 
ness, and  sweetness,  and  gentleness;  and  if, 
through  the  constant  exercise  of  all  these  gifts 
and  graces  she  can  show  to  those  around  her 
what  it  is  to  possess  a  beautiful  human  soul, 
do  you  think  she  has  exercised  no  influence  on 
her  day  and  generation  ?  Surely  she  has ; 
and  perhaps  with  wider  results  than  she 
knows." 


UNDER-CURRENTS.  8 1 

It  was  Julian  Verrinder's  face  that  burned 
now — with  pride  and  gratitude.  The  meaning 
of  these  few  words  was  clear  enough ;  and 
they  were  spoken  with  such  a  simplicity  and 
sincerity  that  (as  Mrs.  Threepenny-bit  said 
thereafter,  with  tears  in  her  eyes)  they  sounded 
to  her  like  a  benediction. 

But  Wolfenberg  was  in  a  very  different 
frame  of  mind  that  evening — all  this  placid 
and  kindly  serenity  gone  from  him,  and  him- 
self become  a  prey  to  the  most  torturing  of 
self-questionings  and  dark  conjectures.  As  he 
did  not  keep  the  usual  rendezvous  after  dinner, 
one  of  us  was  by  and  by  despatched  to  find 
him,  and  eventually  he  was  discovered  right 
away  forward,  quite  by  himself,  pacing  up 
and  down  the  moonlit  deck,  his  hands  clasped 
behind  him,  the  fingers  clenched. 

"  No,  no,"  he  said,  in  answer  to  a  suggestion 
that  he  might  come  away  aft  to  our  accustomed 
retreat ;  "why  should  I  inflict  my  troubles 
upon  you  and  your  companions  %    You  are 

VOL.  III.  G 
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away  on  a  voyage  of  amusement  and  rest ; 
why  should  you  have  other  people's  cares 
thrust  on  you  ? " 

He  hesitated  for  a  moment :  it  was  evident 
that  all  the  same  he  wanted  to  speak — that 
he  had  something  to  communicate.  Then  he 
said,  almost  hurriedly — 

"  I  am  afraid  I  have  wrought  mischief — and 
irreparable  mischief — and  I  don't  know  what 
to  think  of  it  yet.  And  it  was  none  of  my 
seeking  either.  I  did  not  wish  to  interfere ; 
I  wanted  rather  to  shut  my  eyes  a  little,  and 
trust  that  everything  would  go  on  well.  But 
he  came  to  me — Hitrovo  came  to  me — and 
re-opened  that  subject — pressing  for  informa- 
tion, and  yet  with  a  carelessness  that  seemed 
to  say  '  Oh,  don't  imagine  I  am  a  fortune- 
hunter;  I  am  not  a  fortune-hunter  at  all''; 
only,  before  I  marry,  I  must  know  that  it  is 
going  to  be  worth  my  while.'  And  I  confess 
I  grew  indignant.  I  am  afraid  I  lost  my 
temper.    Why,  the  shamelessness  of  it  all 
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seemed  an  insult — to  Ame'lie.  It  is  quite 
true  that  nearly  everybody  had  gone  below 
to  get  ready  for  dinner,  and  there  were  few 
people  on  deck ;  but  the  Captain  had  just 
come  out  of  his  cabin,  and  he  was  talking  to 
Lady  Cameron — I  believe  they  could  have 
overheard  Hitrovo,  if  they  had  chosen  to 
listen.  Or  perhaps  I  was  nervously  anxious 
that  he  should  not  be  overheard  ;  at  all  events, 
I  had  to  ask  him  to  come  aside;  and  he 
appeared  to  take  the  whole  situation  so  coolly 
— Well,  I'm  afraid  I  lost  my  temper,  and 
said  things  I  ought  not  to  have  said.  I  said 
that  if  this  mercenary  talk  of  his  was  all  a 
pretence,  it  was  a  poor  kind  of  affectation. 
Then  I  told  him  plainly  that  he  seemed 
entirely  to  over-estimate  the  amount  of 
Amelie's  fortune ;  and  not  only  so,  but  that 
it  was  perfectly  certain  her  uncle,  the  chief 
trustee,  would  take  care  it  was  kept  entirely 
within  her  own  control.  There  1  was  wrong. 
I  had  no  right  to  say  that.    When  he  asked 


84  WOLFENBERG. 

me  to  give  him  some  idea  as  to  what  property- 
there  would  be,  perhaps  I  was  entitled  to  tell 
him  that  it  would  certainly  be  a  great  deal 
smaller  than  he  seemed  to  expect ;  for  that  I 
knew ;  that  was  within  my  own  knowledge. 
But  I  had  no  right  to  speak  of  the  dis- 
posal of  her  fortune — " 

"  Surely  you  said  nothing  that  was  not 
perfectly  obvious  to  anybody  possessed  of 
common-sense !  He  must  have  known  that 
the  money  would  be  settled  on  herself !  Well, 
how  did  he  take  the  information — if  it  was 
information  ? " 

"  Oh,  he  hum'd  and  ha'd — and  twisted  a 
deck-chair  about — rather  like  a  spoilt  child. 
And  then  he  said  a  few  words — coolly  and 
carelessly — as  if  the  whole  affair  were  of  very 
little  moment  to  him ;  and  then  he  went 
away.    I  cannot  make  him  out  at  all." 

"But  don't  you  think  that  plain  speaking 
of  yours  may  have  wrought  some  good — may 
have  made  him  a  little  bit  ashamed  ? " 
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"  I  should  not  have  done  it — I  should  not 
have  done  it,"  he  said,  almost  to  himself — and 
his  face  seemed  careworn  in  this  wan  light. 
"  The  risks  are  too  serious.  The  consequences 
of  a  false  step  now — of  mistaken  interference — 
might  be  too  dreadful  to  think  of.  What  I 
know  is,"  he  continued,  presently,  "  that  the 
little  I  have  made  by  my  painting  is  not  much 
of  a  fortune,  but  if  it  were  ten  times  as  great, 
I  would  gladly  take  it  to  him,  every  cent,  and 
say,  '  Let  this  go  towards  your  fine  entertain- 
ments in  Vienna ;  but  don't  touch  Amelie's 
money  ;  and  don't  let  her  think  that  money 
had  anything  to  do  with  her  marriage.' " 

"  It  isn't  the  first  time  a  woman  has  thrown 
over  a  good  friend  for  a  bad  husband." 

"  You  must  not  think  of  such  a  thing ! " 
he  exclaimed,  in  great  agitation.  "  There 
cannot  be  anything  of  the  kind  in  this  case — 
not  at  all  I  I  tell  you  I  exaggerate  trifles 
where  she  is  concerned ;  you  must  not  mind 
half  what  I  say ;  rather  look  at  her — look 
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at  her  splendid  courage  and  nerve — do  you 
think  she  is  not  capable  of  seeing  clearly- 
enough  %  Oh,  you  will  find  that  everything 
will  go  right ! "  he  continued,  with  a  sort  of 
doggedness.  "  Why,  if  you  only  think  of  it 
that  very  frankness  of  his,  though  it  may 
startle  you  at  the  time,  is  a  good  deal  whole- 
somer  than  concealment.  If  he  were  marrying 
merely  for  money,  he  would  conceal  it — of 
course  he  would !  And  do  you  think  Amelie 
does  not  know  and  understand  what  he  is? 
— and  she  has  faith  in  him,  or  she  would  not 
entrust  her  life  to  him." 

He  had  forced  himself  into  something  of 
cheerfulness ;  the  haunted  look  had  in  a 
measure  left  his  face ;  and  in  the  end  he  was 
persuaded  to  come  aft  to  those  friends  who 
were  awaiting  him.  But  the  two  women 
scrupulously  forbore  from  making  any  refer- 
ence to  Amelie  Dumaresq ;  and  he  also  main- 
tained silence.  The  talk  was  about  quite 
indifferent  matters;   sometimes  there  was  a 


UNDER-CURRENTS.  87 

promenading  of  the  deck,  with  a  glance  out- 
ward on  the  waves  lapping  in  the  moonlight ; 
and  sometimes  there  was  a  pause  at  the  top 
of  the  companion-way,  to  listen  to  the  re- 
hearsal going  on  in  the  saloon. 

That  night  a  puff  of  wind  came  blowing 
down  from  the  Adriatic,  and  the  Orotania 
rolled  a  good  bit ;  nothing  to  speak  of,  and 
yet  almost  a  novel  experience.  Next  morning, 
again,  brought  us  something  still  more  un- 
expected. A  dark  cloud  crept  stealthily  into 
the  brilliancv  of  the  dav ;  it  increased  in 
gloom ;  there  were  a  few  splinterings  of  pink 
flame  ;  and  then — the  wonder  of  it ! — actually 
rain  !  Yes,  rain  that  came  down  in  silver- 
grey  sheets,  hammering  on  the  awnings,  and 
hissing  and  seething  on  the  decks ;  the 
strangest  sound  it  was ;  it  seemed  to  bring 
back  far  other  times  and  places.  And  then 
it  gradually  ceased ;  the  day  widened  and 
cleared ;  and  around  us  once  more  we  had 
the  familiar  features  as  of  old— a  sky  of  pale 
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ethereal  purple,  a  sea  of  blue  almost  aggressive 
in  its  strength,  with  diainond-gleams  of  sun- 
light from  every  crest  and  angle  of  the  restless 
waves.  Very  lonely  these  waters  seemed  to 
be — yet  not  uncheerful. 

During  the  afternoon  we  discovered  that 
Mrs.  Dumaresq  had  grown  somewhat  con- 
cerned about  the  part  her  daughter  might 
possibly  take  in  the  proceedings  of  the 
evening. 

"  Has  she  told  you  % "  the  mother  asked 
covertly  of  Mrs.  Threepenny-bit.  "  She  is 
so  headstrong  and  daring ;  you  never  can 
guess  what  she  is  going  to  do ;  and  indeed  if 
it  is  something  bizarre — something  calculated 
to  shock  people,  she  likes  that  all  the 
better—" 

"But  you  don't  expect  her  to  unfurl  the 
Eussian  flag  or  do  anything  of  that  kind1?" 
the  other  said,  smiling.  "  We  are  no  longer 
in  a  Eussian  port.  No,  no,  Mrs.  Dumaresq, 
do  not  be  afraid  ;  Amelie  says  she  has  per- 
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formed  her  share  in  beating  up  recruits ;  she 
means  to  remain  with  us  among  the  audience ; 
she  has  no  mischief  in  her  mind,  you  may 
depend  on  it." 

"  But  she  does  things  so  unexpectedly,"  the 
mother  rejoined,  with  doubt  lingering  in  her 
voice.  "And  she  is  so  absolutely  defiant  of 
public  opinion.  She  is  going  to  sit  with 

us  at  our  usual  table  ? " 

"  So  she  says.  It  seems  the  chief  difficulty 
has  been  that  there  were  really  too  many 
volunteers.  Apparently  shyness  has  worn  off. 
All  kinds  of  undiscovered  musicians  have  been 
coming  forward  to  get  a  place  in  the  pro- 
gramme. And  I  doubt  whether  Amelie  will 
be  called  upon  to  do  anything  at  all." 

"  I  am  glad  of  that — I  am  glad  of  that ! " 
she  murmured,  with  a  sigh  of  relief.  "It  is 
so  dreadful  to  have  a  young  girl  talked  about 
— and  Amelie  is  so  ungovernable." 

A  little  later  on,  as  certain  of  us  were 
standing  talking  together,  Amelie  Dumaresq 
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came  along,  and  said  in  her  frank,  impetuous 
way — 

"  I  wish  one  of  you  would  do  me  a  favour." 
"Yes?" 

"  That  is  a  very  pretty  custom  they  have  at 
some  of  the  tables  of  asking  a  friend  from 
another  table  to  dine  with  them.  We  never 
have  any  visitors  at  our  table — except  at 
lunch-time.  Now  will  you  ask  Mr.  Hitrovo 
to  dine  with  us  to-night  ?  Mamma  is  so  timid 
about  upsetting  arrangements ;  but  how  can 
there  be  any  difficulty  ? " 

Well,  there  was  no  difficulty;  for  we  got 
the  Baby  to  go  and  sit  next  Miss  Penguin ; 
and  as  Julian  Verrinder  had  his  place  at  that 
table,  she  was  very  well  content;  while  the 
young  Russian  came  and  took  her  vacant  seat. 
We  noticed  nothing  particular  about  his 
manner ;  in  truth  he  was  not  in  the  habit  of 
asserting  himself  much  in  any  way.  For  one 
thing  he  certainly  paid  no  special  attention  to 
the  young  lady  to  whom  we  understood  he 
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was  engaged ;  he  talked  mostly,  and  in  an 
indolent  kind  of  fashion,  to  Mrs.  Threepenny- 
bit — about  driving  and  what  not.  But  at  a 
certain  point  during  the  dinner,  Amelie,  with 
her  fingers  on  the  stem  of  her  wine-glass,  said — 

"  Ernest,  don't  you  think  we  ought  to  wish 
our  guest  '  bon  voyage '  f  " 

"Wolfenberg  looked  startled. 

"  Oh,  don't  you  know  ? "  she  continued, 
lightly.  "  He  thinks  it  very  probable  he  may 
have  news  to-morrow  at  Malta  that  may  call 
him  away  from  the  ship — there  is  a  line  of 
steamers  from  Malta  to  Marseilles — and  that  is 
how  he  thinks  of  going.  Well,  if  it  must  be, 
it  must." 

She  turned  to  Hitrovo,  and  regarded  him 
with  smiling  eyes. 

"  Au  revoir,  then,  if  it  must  be — and  bon 
voyage  ! " — and  therewith  she  raised  her  glass, 
and  sipped  a  little  of  the  wine,  still  with  her 
eyes  fixed  pleasantly  on  his. 

But  Wolfenberg  sate  silent  and  quite  pale, 
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not  daring  to  speak.  He  even  forgot  the 
formal  raising  of  his  glass.  He  seemed  at 
once  astounded  and  dismayed — and  yet  fearful 
of  betraying  himself  by  word  or  sign. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

"  DA  SVIDANIA  !  " 

Early  morning ;  and  a  glance  through  one  of 
the  ports  reveals  an  old  familiar  picture — the 
great  yellow  bulk  of  Fort  St.  Elmo  towering 
high  into  the  blue.  Then  on  deck ;  and  we 
find  ourselves  slowly  steaming  into  Malta 
harbour.  Throughout  one  small  circle  of  our 
shipmates  it  is  to  be  suspected  that  some  little 
excitement  prevails — subdued  and  reticent :  it 
is  felt  that  this  may  be  a  day  of  change 
and  circumstance  for  more  than  one  of  our 
companions. 

And  hardly  has  the  roar  of  anchor  and 
anchor-chain  died  away  when  the  Orotania 
mail-bag  arrives;  and  instantly  a  nebulous 
crowd,  good-humoured,  talkative,  obliging,  has 


94  WOLFENBERG. 

clustered  round  the  third  officer,  who  generally 
presides  at  the  distribution.  But  Lady  Cameron 
is  not  among  these  idly-gossiping  folk.  "What 
interest  has  she  in  any  correspondence  ?  She 
is  standing  by  the  rail,  quite  alone ;  while  her 
eyes  are  intently  scanning  the  various  gaily  - 
coloured  craft  that  are  now  making  swiftly  out 
from  the  mole,  across  the  clear-shining  water. 
For  now  the  young  grass- widow  is  about  to  be 
transformed  into  a  lawful  wife ;  she  will  take 
her  proper  place  on  board ;  perhaps  she  is  even 
looking  forward  to  giving  herself  airs  when 
Cameron  of  Inverfask  comes  among  us.  As 
for  Inverfask,  there  are  no  airs  about  him ;  but 
it  is  the  business  of  a  wife  to  magnify  her 
husband's  exploits  and  commanding  qualities. 

Meanwhile,  as  this  deciphering  and  calling 
out  of  name  after  name  was  going  on,  one 
ventured  to  steal  a  look  at  the  Baby.  She  had 
not  joined  that  small  crowd  ;  she  was  modestly 
remaining  a  little  way  apart ;  yet  it  was  easy 
to  see  that  she  was  listening  with  all  her  ears. 
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"  Do  you  expect  any  letters  ?  "  Mrs.  Three- 
penny-bit said  to  her,  in  her  kindly  fashion. 

"Oh,  no,"  the  Juno-eyed  damsel  made 
answer,  hurriedly — and  self-conscious  colour 
sprang  to  her  face.  "I  don't  expect  any 
letter — no — not  for  myself."  And  then  in  her 
embarrassment  she  seemed  to  consider  it 
necessary  to  apologise  for  her  being  there. 
"  But — but  there  might  be  one  for  my  sister, 
you  know." 

Suddenly  those  large,  gentle,  shy  eyes  looked 
startled. 

"Mr.  Julian  Verrinder!"  the  third  officer 
had  sung  out. 

Then  we  discovered  that  Julian  Verrinder 
was  right  in  the  middle  of  that  loosely-scattered 
assemblage. 

"  Oh,  here's  another  for  you,  Mr.  Verrinder," 
the  third  officer  went  on.    "  And  still  another." 

The  Baby's  face  was  a  study — as  far  as  one 
dared  to  observe.  The  intense  listening — the 
absorbed  suspense — had  fled  ;  relief,  gladness, 
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gratitude  shone  there,  despite  all  her  efforts 
to  maintain  an  outward  show  of  impassivity  ; 
and  presently  we  saw  her  quietly  withdraw 
from  the  outskirts  of  the  crowd  and  wander 
along  to  the  wheel-box,  which  was  as  much 
as  to  say  to  any  one  concerned  :  '  When  you 
have  read  those  letters,  you  will  find  me  here. 
And  if  you  want  me  to  look  at  them,  could 
not  I  smuggle  them  into  my  pocket  and  carry 
them  downstairs  to  my  cabin  ? '  As  a  matter 
of  fact,  Julian  Verrinder,  after  a  discreet 
second  or  two,  did  sneak  off  in  the  direction 
of  that  quiet  corner.  On  his  way  he  affected 
to  show  a  profound  interest  in  the  brightly- 
painted  boats  that  were  now  swarming  along 
the  vessel's  side. 

"  Lady  Cameron  I "  the  third  officer  called 
out. 

Then  he  looked  round :  there  was  no  Lady 
Cameron. 

"  I  will  take  it  to  her  ! "  said  the  Major, 
delighted  to  have  the  chance  of  doing  her 
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this  service ;  and  away  he  went  with  the 
letter. 

Almost  immediately  thereafter  Peggy  came 
over  to  us — vexation  and  disappointment  only 
too  visible  in  her  face. 

"  Isn't  it  provoking ! "  she  exclaimed. 
"This  is  from  Ewen.  He  is  detained  in 
Kangoon  another  fortnight — perhaps  three 
weeks.  Did  you  ever  know  anything  more 
vexatious  ?  Missis,  I  want  to  swear.  How 
much  will  you  allow  me  ?  Or  shall  I  get  the 
Major  to  do  it  for  me  ? " 

"  The  Major  covers  quite  enough  ground  on 
his  own  account,"  said  Mrs.  Threepenny-bit, 
severely. 

"  And  I  shall  have  to  go  by  myself  all  the 
way  home  to  Inverfask ! "  continued  our 
injured  Peggy.  Then  sudden  revolt  appeared. 
"  No,  I  will  not,  then  !  I  will  remain  in  Lon- 
don. I  am  coming  to  you,  if  you  will  have 
me  ;  and  I  think  we  will  just  about  make 
things  hum !    It's  too  bad !    Why,  I  looked 

VOL.  III.  H 
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forward  to  his  taking  us  ashore  both  here  and 
at  Gibraltar,  and  getting  us  all  kinds  of 

privileges  ."    Then  she  quite  altered  her 

tone  and  grew  grave.  "  Missis,"  said  she  in 
an  undertone,  "  I  had  forgotten  about  Wolfen- 
berg.  You  know — the  invitation.  And  I 
had  hoped  he  would  go  right  on  with  us  to 
Inverfask.    What  am  I  to  do  ?  " 

"  You  can  easily  explain  to  him,"  said  her 
friend.  "  And  if  Wolfenberg  does  not  go  to 
Inverfask  till  later  on,  then  I  must  take  care 
that  we  see  as  much  as  possible  of  him  while 
he  remains  in  London.  Ship-acquaintances 
are  easily  allowed  to  drift ;  but  there  are  some 
that  are  too  valuable ;  and  besides  there  may 

be  circumstances  that  call  upon  you  " 

She  did  not  complete  the  sentence  ;  for  at  this 
point  the  Major  returned  with  another  letter 
— -which  also  was  from  Ewen  Cameron  for  his 
wife. 

But  the  strangest  circumstance  connected 
with  this  distribution  of  the  mail  was  that 
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Paul  Hitrovo,  whose  leaving  the  ship,  or  not 
leaving  the  ship,  was  understood  to  depend 
on  the  news  he  should  receive  at  Malta,  did 
not  put  in  an  appearance  until  the  last  of  the 
letters  and  newspapers  had  been  delivered. 
It  was  then  that  he  chanced  to  come  along, 
accompanied  by  Mrs.  Dumaresq  and  her 
daughter ;  and  all  three  of  them  seemed  to  be 
in  a  highly  cheerful  mood.  Perhaps  he  had 
heard  through  some  other  source  that  his 
departure  had  been  rendered  unnecessary  ? 

"Just  think  of  this  man,"  cried  Amelie, 
coming  forward  to  us  in  her  gay  fashion,  "  who 
has  never  heard  of  his  great  namesake — the 
Chevalier  Paul — who  was  born  in  the  roadstead 
of  Marseilles — and  fought  his  way  to  be  vice- 
admiral  and  all  sorts  of  things.  Why,  it  was 
in  this  very  place  that  his  adventures  began  : 
don't  you  know  the  ballad  ? — 

'  A  Malte,  sur  un  brigantin, 
II  met  son  sac  un  beau  matin 
Et  rondement  fait  son  chemin, 
A  Vabordage. 
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he  capitaine  ayant  peri, 

Paul  est  nomme  chef  tout  (Tun  cri 

Par  I 'equipage. 
A-t-on  jamais  vu  plus  charmant 

Avancement  f 
Ecoutez  son  histoire, 
Mes  vie  ax,  elle  est  a  notre  gloire  ! 
Mes  vieux,  elle  est  a  notre  gloire  ! ' " 

She  waved  her  arm  triumphantly— her  eyes 
laughing  the  while. 

"  Amelie,"  said  the  ever-anxious  mother,  in 
an  undertone,  "  not  so  loud  ! " 

And  it  was  at  this  moment,  when  Hitrovo 
happened  to  have  turned  aside  to  speak  to 
some  one,  that  "Wolfenberg  drew  near.  He 
had  been  amongst  those  people  who  were 
surrounding  the  third  officer ;  or  at  least  he 
had  been  looking  on.  And  now,  as  he 
approached  Amelie  Dumaresq,  there  was  some- 
thing curiously  furtive,  timid,  apprehensive  in 
his  expression. 

"  Amelie,"  he  said,  with  a  kind  of  nervous 
watching  of  her  face,  "  you  told  me  last  night 
that  Mr.  Hitrovo  might  have  to  leave  for 
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Marseilles  to-day — if  he  got  certain  news,  that 
is.  Well,  I  suppose  that  is  all  abandoned 
now ;  for  there  was  no  letter  for  him  ;  he 
cannot  have  got  any  news  " 

"  Oh,  but  he  was  not  expecting  any  letter !  " 
she  said,  interrupting  him  blithely.  "  Not 
at  all.  He  may  telegraph  when  we  get 
ashore ;  but  in  any  case  he  thinks  it  will  be 
necessary  for  him  to  leave  the  ship  here,  and 
take  the  first  steamer  for  Marseilles  " 

"  He  is  really  going  ? "  said  Wolfenberg, 
quickly. 

"  Oh,  yes,"  she  made  answer,  in  the  same 
light-hearted  fashion.  "  But  it  will  be  a  race 
between  us.  He  ought  to  reach  England  just 
about  as  soon  as  we  shall,  or  even  sooner — —  " 

"  He  is  coming  on  to  England  at  once, 
then  ? " 

"  Oh,  yes,  yes  ! "  she  said.  "  He  does 
not  expect  there  will  be  much  to  detain  him ; 
and  overland  travelling  is  so  expeditious ;  I 
should  not  be  at  all  surprised  if  he  won  in  the 
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neck-and-neck  race  to  London.  By  the  way, 
we  shall  have  him  again  to  dinner  to-night ; 
at  least,  I  hope  so — we  shall  see  as  soon  as 
we  land  ;  and  in  that  case,  Ernest,  if  you 
want  to  make  a  pretty  little  speech  about 
our  departing  guest —  ?  " 

He  did  not  respond  to  that  suggestion  ;  but 
he  seemed  greatly  relieved. 

"  Oh,  he  is  coming  on  to  London  at  once  ? " 
he  repeated. 

"Ernest,"  said  she,  laughing,  "is  it  gloves 
or  money  you  are  after  ?  Is  it  a  bet  ?  Very 
well.  I  will  bet  you  ten  pairs  of  gloves, 
twenty  pairs,  thirty  pairs,  if  you  like,  that 
when  we  arrive  at  Tilbury,  Monsieur  Paul 
d'Hitrovo  will  be  standing  on  the  pier  there 
to  receive  us.  That  is  my  offer.  I  am  not 
greedy.  I  do  not  wish  for  odds.  And  yet  as 
I  know  I  am  going  to  win,  the  odds  are  of 
importance,  are  they  not  ?  What  do  you  say  ? 
It  is  a  long  journey — Marseilles — Vienna — 
Paris — London —  " 
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"  Oh,  that  is  the  arrangement,  then,  that  he 
is  to  meet  you  at  Tilbury  ? "  he  said,  with 
something  of  a  brighter  look. 

"  If  he  gets  to  England  in  time,  of  course," 
she  put  in. 

"  Naturally,  naturally.  It  will  be  quite 
pleasant  to  have  some  one  waiting  to  welcome 

you." 

"  But  I  am  not  to  have  the  gloves !  "  she 
exclaimed,  petulantly. 

"  When  we  all  get  to  London  together, 
Amelie,"  said  he,  in  his  grave  and  gentle  way, 
"  you  shall  have  gloves,  and  gloves,  and 
gloves — or  anything  else  that  you  wish.  But 
you  must  not  expect  me  to  back  the  ship  in 
the  great  match  of  Orotania  v.  Hitrovo  — 
because  I  should  not  wish  to  win." 

She  bestowed  a  glance  of  gratitude  upon 
him. 

"  That  is  like  you,  Ernest.  You  always 
have  something  kind  to  say — when  one  least 
deserves  it." 
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So  far  the  day  had  opened  well.  The 
tenour  of  the  communications  that  Julian 
Verrinder  had  received  from  his  relations  in 
England  must  have  been  wholly  satisfactory  ; 
the  shy,  happy,  self-conscious  face  of  the 
Baby  was  sufficient  evidence ;  while  Wolfen- 
berg — in  a  much  more  serious  matter — seemed 
to  have  been  half-convinced  by  Amelie 
Dumaresq's  audacious  confidence  that  there 
was  not  much  occasion  for  alarm  as  regarded 
Hitrovo's  sudden  departure.  Perhaps  it  was 
this  fortunate  state  of  affairs  that  sent  Mrs. 
Threepenny-bit  away  ashore  in  very  good 
spirits ;  at  all  events  as  soon  as  we  had  taken 
our  places  in  the  stern  of  the  rowing-boat,  she 
said,  with  an  air  of  great  satisfaction  

"Do  you  know,  Peggy,  I  never  land  at 
Malta,  I  never  come  into  this  bay,  and  go  up 
the  winding  streets  yonder  without  the  most 
curious  sensation  that  I  have  got  home  again. 
I  cannot  understand  it  at  all.  Perhaps  it  is 
the  English  money  in  the  shops— perhaps  it  is 
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the  English  flag  over  the  Governor's  Palace — 
— perhaps  it  is  the  English  sentry  outside  his 
wooden  box :  anyhow  I  have  the  strangest 
feeling  that  I  am  amongst  my  own  people, 

and  safe,  and  at  home  " 

"  You  cannot  say  it  is  a  very  English-look- 
ing place,"  observed  Peggy,  regarding  the 
blue-green  water,  the  brilliant  boats,  the 
yellow  quays,  the  terraced  houses  built  on  the 
face  of  the  steep  cliffs,  the  arid  walls,  with 
here  and  there  a  scrap  of  cactus  or  cypress, 
and,  high  above  all,  the  great  forts,  massive 
and  golden,  against  the  deep  azure  of  a  cloud- 
less sky. 

"  And  I  declare  I  just  love  Tommy  Atkins," 
continued  the  smaller  woman,  in  her  en- 
thusiasm of  the  moment,  "  when  I  meet  the 
impudent  wretch  come  swaggering  along  with 
his  cap  cocked  on  one  side  and  his  cane  in  his 
hand.  Then  the  sentries  up  at  the  bastions — 
they  are  a  little  different  because  of  their  pith 
helmet — and  yet  it  is  so  comforting  to  know 
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that  they  are  English — or  Scotch,  or  Irish, 
as  it  may  be ;  and  you  are  horribly  tempted  to 
go  and  say,  '  Look  here,  my  lad,  can't  I  take 
a  message  to  Mary  Ann,  or  Susan,  or  Jaue  ? 
I  should  like  to  tell  her  that  I've  seen  you — 
and  that  you're  doing  your  small  part  in  keep- 
ing the  British  Empire  together  ? '  Peggy, 
what's  the  punishment  for  talking  to  a 
sentry  ?  " 

"  Decapitation,"  says  Peggy,  promptly. 

"  Oh,  what  do  you  know  about  anything !  " 
her  friend  retorts,  with  impatience.  "  A 
pretty  officer's  wife  you  are — never  to  have 
landed  at  Malta  !  " 

"  And  I  expected  to  land  at  Malta  in  a  very 
different  way,"  says  Peggy,  with  a  proud  and 
injured  look.  "  I  made  sure  that  Ewen  would 
take  us  about.  And  at  Gibraltar,  too.  Why, 
he  coolly  writes  and  says  that  the  Black 
Watch,  the  42nd  Highlanders,  are  stationed  at 
Gibraltar  just  now,  and  I  am  to  call  on  So-and- 
so,  and  we  are  to  be  shown  the  galleries,  and 
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I  don't  know  what  else.  But  I  shan't !  I 
will  not  go  ashore  at  (Gibraltar — not  for  one 
single  quarter  of  an  hour." 

"  Peggy,  none  of  your  little  tempers !  "  her 
companion  said,  reprovingly.  "  Do  you  sup- 
pose Colonel  Cameron  is  remaining  in  Rangoon 
of  his  own  free-will  ?  And  of  course  you 
must  go  ashore,  at  Gib.,  for  it  is  even  more 
extraordinary  than  Malta,  in  the  sense  of 
home  it  produces.  Why,  you  seem  to  be  con- 
scious all  the  time  that  you  are  just  round 
the  corner  from  England — although  about  five 
days'  sailing  intervenes.  Not  land  at  Gib.  ?  " 
■ — But  here  we  were  at  the  worn  yellow  steps 
of  the  quay,  so  the  discussion  ceased. 

Now  during  the  long  and  blazing  and 
sweltering  hours  we  were  compelled  to  remain 
ashore  (for  the  Orotania  was  coaling)  we  were 
continually  running  against  one  or  other  of 
our  shipmates — mostly  in  the  Strada  Reale, 
where  the  women  folk  were  industriously  idle 
in  purchasing  lace,  and  silver,  and  trinkets 
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for  friends  at  home.  In  this  manner  we 
encountered  all  the  current  gossip — how  the 
Dumaresqs  had  driven  away  out  to  the  Cata- 
combs— how  the  Major  was  going  to  give  a 
luncheon-party  at  the  Union  Club — and  the 
like  ;  but  the  oddest  thing  was  that  everybody 
seemed  already  to  have  become  aware  of 
Hitrovo's  approaching  departure,  while  many 
and  contradictory  were  the  reasons  assigned 
for  that  unexpected  step.  The  Major's  solu- 
tion of  the  problem  was  brief  and  to  the 
point. 

"Plain  as  a  pikestaff!"  he  said  to  Lady 
Cameron,  when  we  chanced  to  meet  him. 
"  Vienna  ?  Bosh  !  Who  wants  to  land  at 
Marseilles  in  order  to  get  to  Vienna  ?  If  he 
had  wanted  to  go  to  Vienna,  he  would  have 
left  the  ship  at  Constantinople.  But  Mar- 
seilles— I  know  what  Marseilles  means — Mar- 
seilles—Nice—Monte Carlo:  that's  the  line 
he'll  take.  Our  sixpenny  points  in  the  after- 
noon were  not  good  enough  for  him— though 


"DA  SVIDANIA  f»  log 

he  would  watch  the  cards  with  the  eye  of  a 
gambler  " 

"  Oh,  nonsense,  nonsense,  Major  1 "  Lady 
Cameron  protested.  "  You  are  all  prejudiced 
against  him— I  mean,  all  you  gentlemen— 
because  of  his  good  looks.  There's  nothing  of 
the  gambler  in  his  appearance.  And  if  be 
refused  to  join  in  your  game,  isn't  that  all  the 
more  to  his  credit  ?  " 

"  You  mark  my  words,"  insisted  the  Major. 
"  I  know  the  line  of  travel  he'll  take  :  a  bee- 
line  :  straight  for  rouge-et-noir.  Sixpenny 
whist  is  not  good  enough  ;  we  must  have  the 
grand  game  ;  therefore  Marseilles— Nice- 
Monte  Carlo.    Plain  as  a  pikestaff ! " 

"Now,  Major,  answer  me  this,"  said  Lady 
Cameron,  with  the  greatest  good-humour. 
"  Have  you  seen  him  touch  a  single  card  all 
through  this  voyage  ? " 

"No,  I  have  not — I  should  have  thought 

none  the  worse  of  him  if  he  had  " 

"  Have  you  seen  him  gamble  to  the  extent 
of  a  single  franc  ?  "  she  said. 
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"No,  I  have  not  " 

"  And  don't  you  perceive,"  she  went  on, 
relentlessly,  "  that  what  you  say  against  him 
can  only  be  the  wildest  surmise  %  It  is  the 
kind  of  story  that  springs  up  on  board  ship — 
without  any  foundation  whatever.  You  have 
absolutely  nothing  to  bring  against  him :  so 
you  must  needs  suspect  him  of  being  a 
gambler  !    Is  it  fair  %  " 

"  Marseilles — Nice — Monte  Carlo,"  said  the 
Major,  doggedly,  as  he  shifted  half  an  inch 
higher  the  box  of  cigars  he  was  carrying 
under  his  arm.  Nor,  while  he  remained  with 
us,  could  he  be  argued  out  of  that  conviction. 
He  knew  whither  that  young  man  was  bound. 

We  lunched  at  an  hotel — in  a  large,  cool- 
shadowed  apartment  with  green  casements  at 
the  windows  ;  and  it  was  only  now  we  remem- 
bered that  one  familiar  face  was  missing  from 
those  casual  encounters  in  the  Valetta  streets. 

"  Has  no  one  seen  Sappho  ?  " — it  was  Mrs. 
Threepenny-bit  who  asked  the  question. 
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"  She  is  remaining  on  board/'  answered 
peggy. 

"  With  the  ship  coaling !  " 

"She  means  to  shut  herself  up  in  her 
cabin." 

«  She  will  be  suffocated !  " 

"  I  don't  suppose  she'd  mind,"  continued 
the  sympathetic  Peggy.  "  She  has  been  quite 
heart-broken  ever  since  the  disappearance  of 
Phaon  ;  and  nothing  will  set  her  right  now 
until  she  has  had  it  out  with  the  Major — in 
scathing  verse.  Yes,  there  is  something  pre- 
paring for  him  that  he  little  dreams  of  !  And 
I  must  say  I  consider  you  people  have  been 
very  cruel  about  Sappho.  You  never  did  like 
Phaon,  to  begin  with  " 

"  I  thought  he  was  a  disgusting  little 
beast,"  observed  Mrs.  Threepenny-bit,  calmly. 
"  I  would  have  given  the  butcher  half-a- 
crown  any  day  to  chop  his  head  off." 

"  Oh,  just  listen  to  her ! "  said  Peggy,  in 
awe-stricken  tones.    "No  wonder  the  philo- 
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sophers  say  that  the  British  have  inherited  the 
bloodthirstiness  of  the  Romans,  and  that  it 
breaks  out  from  time  to  time,  both  in  indivi- 
duals and  in  masses.  Well,  Sappho  has  one 
friend  on  board  ;  one  who  tries  to  understand 
her  and  sympathize  with  her.  And  you  need 
not' imagine  she  is  always  in  a  sombre  and 
tragic  mood ;  not  even  in  her  writing  $  she 
can  be  quite  light-hearted  and  playful  " 

"Sappho  gloomy  is  bad  enough;  but  Sappho 
gay  must  be  overwhelming.  A  coy  mastodon 
— an  arch  hippopotamus  " 

"  That's  all  you  know,"  this  intrepid  Ameri- 
can creature  went  on.  "  Yesterday  afternoon 
I  was  in  her  cabin.  She  was  showing  me 
a  number  of  pieces,  I  fancy  to  prove  to  me 
that  she  was  not  always  grand  and  fierce; 
and  I  came  upon  a  little  drinking-song  that 
was  so  quaint  and  charming  I  could  not  help 
copying  it  out  " 

"  A  drinking-song — by  Sappho  1 " 

"Oh,  I  could  show  it  to  you  if  I  chose," 
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she  proceeded,  with  the  greatest  coolness 
imaginable ;  "  but  I  will  do  nothing  of  the 
kind.  I  know  the  prejudice  with  which  it 
would  be  received.  But  it's  good  enough  for 
me.  I  am  not  a  slave  to  literary  superstitions. 
I  think  this  little  piece  of  Sappho's  is  as  fine 
as  any  of  the  Elizabethan  lyrics  ;  it  is  cer- 
tainly more  musical  than  any  of  Shakespeare's, 
and  far  more  natural  than  any  of  Ben  Jonson's. 
You  needn't  stare — the  truth  is  the  truth 
whether  you  like  it  or  not  " 

"  But  if  it  is  so  wonderful  as  you  say, 
you  might  let  us  see  it,"  Mrs.  Threepenny- bit 
suggested. 

"  No." 

"  Come,  now,  Peggy  ! " 
"No." 

She  was  resolute.  But  so  was  her  friend, 
and  pertinacious  ;  and  at  length,  after  a  great 
deal  of  coaxing,  Sappho's  drinking  song  was 
produced.  Here  it  is — Sappho  in  her  lighter 
vein — 

VOL.  III.  1 
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What  is  an  air  but  you  must  sing  toH  ? 
What  is  this  life  that  you  should  cling  toH  ? 

Life  is  a  day, 

Life  is  a  play, 
Your  heavy  heart  is  folly. 

What  is  ihis  love  but  to  make  madness  9 
What  is  this  love  but  to  maize  sadness  1 
Love  is  a  day, 
Love  is  a  play, 
But  drinking  is  most  jolly. 

The  paper  was  handed  round.  And  then 
a  kind  of  dejection  fell  upon  us— and  the 
waiter  was  asked  to  bring  the  bill. 

When  we  eventually  returned  to  the 
Orotania,  we  found  that  the  Major  had  pre- 
ceded us. 

"Ah,"  said  he  to  Lady  Cameron,  "you  did 
not  think  we  had  been  engaged  in  a  noble 
kind  of  sport,  coming  through  these  Mediter- 
ranean seas  ?  But  we  have,  though — nothing 
less  than  spinning  for  shark  !  It  never 
occurred  to  me  that  the  odometer  *  must 

*  The  odometer  is  a  piece  of  wood  over  a  foot  in 
length,  tapered,  and  grooved  with  metal  so  that  it 
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look  remarkably  like  a  phantom-minnow  ; 
that  is  what  I  call  fishing — a  rope  a  hundred 
yards  long,  and  a  phantom  minnow  as  thick 

as  your  wrist  " 

"  But  did  we  get  a  bite  ?  "  said  Peggy, 
eagerly  —  here  was  a  tale  to  be  told  at 
Inverfask. 

"You  come  and  judge  for  yourself,"  said 
the  Major. 

So  he  got  hold  of  a  quartermaster  to  con- 
duct us,  and  we  all  went  along  to  a  kind  of 
storehouse  for  ships'  gear,  in  which  we  found 
the  odometer  and  its  long  coil  of  line. 

"What  do  you  call  those  ?"  he  said,  hold- 
ing up  the  instrument,  and  showing  us  two 
white  ivory-like  objects  sticking  in  the  wood. 
"  A  bite  ?  These  are  two  of  the  beast's  teeth  ! 
I  wonder  what  he  thought  he  had  struck 

revolves  in  the  water  according  to  the  vessel's  rate  of 
speed.  It  is  let  out  astern  at  the  end  of  a  long  line ; 
and  the  number  of  revolutions  is  recorded  on  a  dial 
fixed  to  the  taffrail. 
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when  his  jaws  snapped  together  on  this  un- 
holy fish." 

"Oh,  really!"  said  she,  examining  the 
embedded  fangs  with  a  good  deal  of  curiosity. 
"  Well,  one  is  not  expected  to  weep  tears  of 
sentiment  over  a  disappointed  shark,  even  if 
it  goes  away  with  a  bad  toothache.  And 
what  are  you  going  to  do  with  these  things  ?  " 

The  Major  extricated  them  from  the  wood. 

"  I  am  commissioned  by  the  second  officer," 
he  said,  with  a  most  polite  bow,  "  to  present 
them  to  you.  You  can  have  them  made  into 
a  brooch,  as  a  souvenir  of  the  voyage  ;  and 
there  will  always  be  the  story  to  tell." 

The  young  grass-widow  was  very  much 
pleased,  and,  to  tell  the  truth,  she  blushed 
just  as  the  Baby  might  have  done.  For  why 
had  she,  from  amongst  all  the  ladies  on  board, 
been  singled  out  to  receive  this  ingenuous 
compliment  ?  But  we  had  noticed  all  along 
that  Peggy  was  a  great  favourite  of  those 
sailor-boys. 
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Altogether  this  had  been  a  busily-occupied 
and  not  uninteresting  day  ;  but  as  evening 
drew  near  it  was  apparent  that  a  vague  feel- 
ing of  apprehension  was  again  asserting  itself 
in  our  small  circle,  as  if  this  one  or  that  were 
beginning  anew  to  ask  questions  of  the  future. 
At  dinner  Hitrovo  came  to  our  table— taking 
the  place  good-naturedly  vacated  by  Emily 
Eosslyn.  He  seemed  neither  up  nor  down 
about  his  going  away.  Probably  he  would 
not  even  have  referred  to  it,  if  it  had  not  been 
mentioned  ;  he  appeared  to  regard  it  as  a 
matter  of  no  moment,  as  a  quite  casual  thing 
that  might  have  happened  to  any  one.  On 
the  other  hand,  there  was  no  such  indifference 
about  Wolfenberg.  He  was  for  the  most  part 
silent ;  and  grave  and  reserved  beyond  his 
wont ;  and  again  and  again  he  regarded  the 
younger  man  with  an  earnest  contemplation, 
as  if  he  were  trying  to  read  his  true  character 
behind  his  features  and  manner  and  talk. 
Mrs.  Dumaresq,  also,  was  silent ;  and  kept 
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glancing  from  one  to  the  other  as  if  she  were 
dimly  afraid  of  some  impending  catastrophe : 
that,  however,  was  nothing  new. 

But  it  was  Amelie  herself,  as  usual,  who 
was  the  dominating  presence.  And  she 
seemed  determined  to  show  that  for  her  this 
was  no  sentimental  occasion  ;  that  she  was 
not  inclined  to  play  a  part  in  the  familiar 
comedy  of  two  languishing  lovers  about  to 
be  separated.  Self-assertive,  merry,  wayward, 
downright  of  speech,  she  laughed,  and  talked, 
and  challenged  contradiction  ;  striking  here 
and  there  with  her  ruthless  iconoclasm ;  pro- 
nouncing on  all  kinds  of  subjects,  from  the 
Conversion  of  the  Jews — 'the  only  conversion 
a  Jew  cares  a  cent  about/  she  said,  '  is  the 
conversion  of  Government  Bonds  ' — to  the 
National  Debt :  '  isn't  it  an  extraordinary 
thing/  she  said,  '  that  a  man  is  not  ashamed 
to  let  his  country  be  in  a  condition  that  he 
himself,  if  he  were  in  that  condition,  would 
regard   as   simply   disgraceful  ?    Why,  you 
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English  are  at  this  moment  hopelessly  bank- 
rupt, the  whole  lot  of  you,  and  yet  each  one 
of  you  walks  about  quite  proudly  as  if  you 
did  not  owe  any  man  a  farthing.'  We  observed 
she  did  not  say  anything  about  the  Russian 
National  Debt :  perhaps  that  was  an  oversight. 

Of  course  she  had  sooner  or  later  to  make 
some  reference  to  Hitrovo's  leaving. 

"Paul,"  she  said  (for  now  she  addressed  him 
by  his  Christian  name  quite  openly)  "  do  you 
know  what  is  proposed  ? — a  race  between  you 
and  us  as  to  which  shall  get  first  to  Tilbury." 

He  looked  at  her — as  if  for  information  ; 
and  then  withdrew  his  eyes  :  he  did  not  seem 
to  be  interested. 

"  When  does  this  ship  sail  ? "  she  demanded 
of  the  table  generally. 

"  Midnight." 

"  Why  so  late  ?  " 

"  Because  it  is  so  nominated  in  the  bond." 
"  It  is  absurd  !  "  she  exclaimed,  impatiently. 
"  Why  not  set  out  now  ? — or  at  nine,  or  ten  1 " 


120  WOLFENBERG. 

She  turned  to  Hitrovo.  "It  is  no  matter. 
We  shall  have  a  good  start ;  so  you  must  make 
haste  with  your  rail  way- journeys  if  you  wish 
to  win.  What  do  you  think  ?  Shall  you  be 
there  before  us  \  " 

"  Quite  possible,"  he  said. 

"  Your  steamer  sails  for  Marseilles  to-morrow 
morning  ? — and  then  ? " 

"  Then  I  have  to  go  to  Nice,"  he  made 
answer,  simply  enough. 

"But  you  will  be  at  Marseilles  before  we 
reach  Gibraltar,"  she  said.  "  You  must  send 
me  a  telegram  to  Gibraltar." 

"  If  you  like  it,  yes,"  he  responded — he 
seemed  to  be  indifferent,  yet  willing  to  please 
her  in  a  way. 

Later  on  that  night  a  small  group  of  people 
had  collected  at  the  top  of  the  accommodation- 
ladder.  There  was  quite  a  picturesque  scene 
around;  for  all  the  great  world  of  darkness  was 
alive  with  points  of  fire.  High  up  on  the  un- 
seen rock  the  terraced  houses  were  illuminated; 
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the  heavens  overhead  were  clear,  and  besides 
the  palely  trembling  stars  there  were  one  or 
two  lambent  planets ;  far  away  at  the  mouth 
of  the  harbour,  twin  crimson  rays  streamed 
through  the  dusk ;  and  in  the  wide  harbour 
itself  the  various  golden  points  told  of  the 
riding-lights  of  invisible  ships.  At  the  foot  of 
the  ladder  there  was  a  rowing  boat — a  lamp 
hung  astern.  Then  Hitrovo  appeared ;  and 
Amelie,  and  Mrs.  Dumaresq.  He  had  no 
luggage  with  him :  that  had  been  sent  ashore 
during  the  day. 

There  was  some  hand-shaking  and  bidding 
of  good-bye  ;  but  everybody  seemed  to  under- 
stand that  it  was  Amelie  Dumaresq  who  was 
really  to  wish  him  farewell.  And  in  her  way 
of  doing  it  there  certainly  was  no  kind  of 
agonised  tenderness  —whatever  may  have  been 
the  nature  of  their  adieux  elsewhere.  She 
was  at  the  gangway.  As  he  went  down  the 
steps,  she  called  out  quite  gaily,  "Take  care 
you  don't  fall  in !  "    And  again,  when  he  had 
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taken  his  place — when  the  two  oars  had  struck 
deep  flashes  of  phosphorescent  silver  into  the 
water — and  as  the  boat  glided  away,  with 
the  yellow  lamp  sending  quivering  reflections 
down  on  the  oily  black  surface — again  she 
called  to  him  '  Da  svidania ! '  An  answer 
came  out  of  the  dark  ;  the  wavering  golden 
star  disappeared  in  'towards  the  shore  ;  and 
the  little  knot  of  people  began  to  disperse. 

Amelie  (brushing  away  a  tear  from  her 
eyelashes)    turned  to  Wolfenberg,  and  said 

cheerfully — 

"The  race  has  begun  then,  Ernest.  And 
we  shall  have  a  good  start,  after  all,  if  we  sail 
at  midnight." 
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CHAPTER  V 

UNDER  THE  EOCK. 

At   sea.    Latitude  ?    Longitude  — —  ? 

And  is  it  the  rosy  flush  of  the  dawn  that  still 
lingers  in  the  Baby's  peachen  cheeks  ? 

She  comes  quickly  forward  ;  and  at  once  it 
is  evident  that  the  tall  and  Junoesque  maiden 
has  allowed  her  ordinary  calm  of  demeanour 
to  be  entirely  lost  and  swallowed  up  in  a 
pretty  confusion  of  shyness,  and  embarrass- 
ment, and  urgent  and  humble  entreaty. 

"  I  am  so  glad  to  find  you  alone  ! "  she  says. 
"  For  I  want  to  ask  a  great  favour  of  you — a 
very,  very  great  favour — and  I  do  hope  you 
will  say  yes — and  you  have  been  so  kind  all 
the  way  through — so  kind  and  discreet — 
Julian  was  saying  so  only  last  night  " 
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"  Yes,  but  " 

"  The  letters  have  come,"  she  goes  on,  rather 
breathlessly,  "  — the  letters  from  Julian's 
relatives  in  London — and  you  cannot  tell  how- 
pleased  I  am — they  are  all  so  considerate — 
Julian's  sister  in  particular — I'm  sure  you 
could  not  have  expected  her  to  write  to  me 
quite  affectionately  " 

"  I  should  certainly  have  expected  it,  if  she 
knew  you." 

"  But  she  doesn't ! — and  isn't  it  so  good  of 
her  ! "  says  this  young  creature,  who  seems  to 
be  of  a  warmly  grateful  disposition.  "  Well, 
I  want  you  to  take  these  letters — I  know  what 
a  favour  it  is  I  am  asking — please  don't  think 
I  don't  know — and  if  you  would  be  so  very, 
very  kind  as  to  show  them  to  my  sister — and 
— and  tell  her — the  whole  story  " 

"  Goodness  gracious,  why  don't  you  go 
straight  to  her  and  tell  her  yourself  ?  " 

"  Because — because  I  am  afraid,"  she  says 
— and  the  great,  soft,  timid  eyes  plead  more 
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effectually  than  any  words.  "  She  might 
begin  to  ask  questions — she  might  be  angry. 
But  she  couldn't  be  angry  with  you.  And  I 
know  she  will  do  what  you  tell  her ;  she  will 
take  your  advice ;  she  will  be  good-natured  if 
you  ask  her  to  be  good-natured.  Then  if  you 
show  her  the  letters,  she  will  see  that  Julian's 
relatives  are  quite  content  " 

"And  well  they  might  be  content ! " 

"  Oh,  there  is  my  sister  just  come  up.  Now 
will  you  be  so  kind  ! — will  you  tell  her  the 
whole  story — and  ask  her  to  be  good- 
natured  " 

"  Very  well.  Give  me  the  precious  letters. 
The  prayers  of  this  congregation  are  requested 
for  a  young  damsel  in  deep  dismay." 

Yet  it  was  not  till  much  later  on — till 
nearly  noon,  in  fact — that  one  had  an  opportu- 
nity of  engaging  Lady  Cameron  in  a  little 
private  confabulation.  And  when  this  subject 
was  cautiously  approached,  Peggy  abruptly 
broke  in — 
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"Yes,  I  know.  My  eyes  heave  not  been 
shut.  I  have  noticed  Julian  Verrinder  hang- 
ing around.  But  all  the  same  I  have  been 
loth  to  warn  Emily ;  I  don't  like  to  put  such 
ideas  into  her  head ;  and  she  is  so  inexperienced 
— so  unlike  other  girls — her  mind  is  set  on 
such  very  different  things — that  I  don't  think 
it  would  ever  occur  to  her  that  a  young  man 
meant  flirtation,  or  love-making,  or  any  non- 
sense of  that  kind.  And  then  it  will  be  all 
over  very  soon.  In  little  more  than  a  week 
we  shall  be  in  England  ;  after  that  it  is  highly 
improbable  that  Mr.  Verrinder  will  ever  set 
eyes  on  her  again." 

"  On  the  contrary,  it  is  highly  probable. 
These  two  are  engaged  to  be  married." 

"  What  do  you  say  !  Engaged  ?  Since 
when ! " 

"For  some  considerable  time  back." 

"  Some  considerable  time  ? — it  is  impossible! 
— it  is  impossible ! "  she  exclaimed,  with 
staring  eyes. 
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"  If  you  must  know  the  whole  story,  then, 
they  have  been  engaged  all  the  way  through 
this  voyage.  They  were  practically  so  when 
they  joined  the  ship  at  Palermo  ;  of  course 
that  was  why  Julian  Verrinder  made  his 
appearance  at  the  same  moment —  " 

"  And  Emily — all  this  time — oh,  the  wretch  ! 
oh,  the  wicked  young  wretch  ! "  cried  Peggy, 
with  eyes  still  further  aghast.  "  Playing  the 
meek  saint,  and  carrying  on  these  underhand 
pranks  all  the  same  !  And  what  has  been  the 
meaning  of  this  secrecy  ?  Have  these  two 
been  deliberately  making  a  fool  of  us —  " 

"No,  no.  They  are  only  timid  young 
things — at  least,  your  sister  has  been  rather 
afraid  of  what  you  might  say;  and  they 
thought  you  wouldn't  mind  so  much  if  they 
could  show  you  that  this  step  had  the  approval 
of  Julian  Verrinder's  family.  To  be  such 
guileless  innocents,  they  seem  to  have  had  a 
little  touch  of  contrivance  too.  The  Baby's 
photograph  was  taken  in  Constantinople;  copies 
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sent  home— no  doubt  Verrinder  knew  that  her 
soft  eyes  would  plead  for  her ;  and  now  here 
are  the  letters  in  answer — received  at  Malta 
yesterday— —  " 

"And  all  this  has  been  going  on,"  said 
Peggy,  apparently  going  back  and  back  over 
those  long  weeks,  "  and  that  deceitful  young 
wretch  of  a  girl  imposing  on  us  all — the 
solemn  eyes — the  maiden  bashfulness — and 
stolen  interviews,  I'll  be  bound,  whenever  our 
back  was  turned!    It  is  the  most  shameful 

thing  I  ever  heard  of!  " 

"  But  look  how  excellently  it  has  all  turned 
out.  What  objection  can  you  have  ?  He  is 
of  good  family ;  he  has  a  fair  fortune ;  he  is 
his  own  master ;  he  is  clever  enough,  as  young 
men  go ;  he  is  modest ;  he  is  over  head  and 
ears  in  love — and  I  rather  suspect  the  Baby 
is  so  too ;  his  friends  are  ready  to  welcome 
her.  What  more  ?  How  can  there  be  any 
objection  %" 

"  We  can't  have  everybody,"  said  Peggy, 
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rather  snappishly,  "coming  over  from  the 
United  States  and  marrying  and  settling  in 
England." 

"  Everybody  ?  Now  consider  this,  and  learn 
wisdom.  When  you  get  to  London,  and  begin 
to  overhaul  your  trunks,  you  will  no  doubt 
come  upon  the  dust-cloak  you  wore  on  driving 
from  Moudanieh  to  Broussa.  If  you  shake  it 
out,  most  likely  a  few  particles  will  fall  to  the 
ground ;  so  that  a  portion  of  the  soil  of  Asia 
Minor  will  have  been  transferred  to  Great 
Britain.  But  that  won't  alter  the  earth's 
axis." 

"Where  is  that  young  impostor  and  hypo- 
crite ? "  said  Peggy,  abruptly  rising.  "  I  will 
go  to  her  at  once.    She  ought  to  be  smacked ! " 

And  away  she  went.  But  the  interview, 
wheresoever  it  took  place,  could  not  have  been 
a  wrathful  one ;  for  when  we  all  assembled 
at  lunch,  the  Baby — though  she  was  mostly 
silent — looked  so  happily  and  humbly  and 
hopelessly  grateful  that  her  companions  no 
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doubt  began  to  consider  themselves  quite 
superiof^persons  in  that  they  allowed  her  to 
exist. 

A  little  after  mid-day  we  passed  the  solitary 
island  of  Pantellaria  ;  and  perhaps  we  envied 
the  criminals  permitted  to  pass  year  after  year 
in  that  perfect  climate,  amid  these  shining 
blue  seas.  On  the  other  hand,  those  volcanic 
islands  occasionally  perform  the  vanishing 
trick — disappearing  whence  they  came:  per- 
haps, indeed,  that  was  the  fond  hope  in  the 
paternal  mind  of  the  Italian  Government  when 
Pantellaria  was  chosen  to  form  a  convict  settle- 
ment. Then,  towards  evening,  we  drew  near 
the  African  coast ;  and  there  was  a  dusky  flare 
of  sunset  over  the  Gulf  of  Tunis.  Twilight 
fell ;  and  the  steady  red  ray  of  Cape  Bon 
shone  remotely  through  the  dusk. 

At  dinner  this  evening  we  had  a  startling 
piece  of  intelligence  conveyed  to  us — that  is 
to  say,  a  piece  of  intelligence  that  might  have 
been  regarded  as  startling  in  the  light  of 
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certain  wild  conjectures  and  suspicions.  All 
day  long  Amelie  Dumaresq  had  kept  pretty 
much  to  herself;  reading  in  odd  corners,  or 
standing  idly  by  the  rail,  and  apparently  dis- 
inclined for  society  or  talk  ;  it  was  a  new  thino- 
to  see  her  thus  bereft  of  her  usual  whirl windish 
activity  and  gay  self-assertion.  And  perhaps 
it  was  to  cheer  her  up  a  little  that,  as  she 
took  her  place  at  table,  Mrs.  Threepenny- bit 
said  to  her,  in  a  kindly  fashion — 

"  Mr.  Hitrovo  must  be  well  on  his  way  to 
Marseilles  now." 

"  I  presume  so,"  answered  the  young  lady, 
with  something  of  affected  composure. 

"It  is  strange  how  quickly  one  is  missed," 
the  elder  woman  proceeded,  trying  to  say 
something  that  would  please.  "And  in  the 
case  of  Mr.  Hitrovo,  you  might  have  thought 
his  absence  would  not  have  been  noticed 
particularly ;  for  he  kept  very  much  in  the 
background  ;  he  did  not  put  himself  forward 
in  any  way.    Yet  there  has  been  a  distinct 
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difference  all  day  to-day ;  the  ship  has  not 
been  quite  itself." 

"I  suppose  they  are  wretched  boats  that 
run  between  Malta  and  Marseilles — I  think  I 
heard  somebody  say  so,"  she  remarked — as  if 
the  fact  of  Hitrovo's  absence  from  the  Orotania 
was  a  matter  of  very  little  import. 

But  it  was  at  this  point  that  Mrs.  Dumaresq 
startled  us — though  no  one  dared  to  say  a 
word. 

"  What  was  that,  Amelie  ? "  said  the  mother. 
"  Do  you  mean  the  kind  of  people  who  travel 
by  those  boats  %  I'm  sure  I  shall  be  glad  to 
hear  that  Mr.  Hitrovo  has  arrived  safely  in 
Vienna.  It  is  such  a  risk — it  is  so  imprudent 
— to  be  travelling  about  with  all  those 
diamonds  in  one's  possession— —  " 

"  Diamonds  ? "  said  Mrs.  Threepenny-bit 
inquiringly. 

"  Yes ;  Amelie's  diamonds.  He  is  taking 
them  to  Vienna  to  get  them  re-set  for  her." 

For  a  second  or  so  a  most  unaccountable 
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silence  prevailed  ;  and  somehow  we  knew  that 
this  poor  woman  was  anxiously  scanning  our 
faces,  looking  from  one  to  the  other,  eager  to 
catch  the  least  little  bit  of  tell-tale  expression. 
The  death-like  stillness,  brief  as  it  was,  proved 
most  embarrassing  :  it  was  Mrs.  Threepenny- 
bit  who  boldly  threw  herself  into  the  breach. 

"Oh,  yes,"  she  said,  desperately.  "I  re- 
member Amelie  telling  me  that  she  was 
dissatisfied  with  the  setting.  For  my  own 
part  I  rather  like  the  old-fashioned  settings ; 
but  when  you  have  so  many  diamonds,  perhaps 
it  is  better  to  have  some  uniform  design.  And 
of  course  Mr.  Hitrovo  is  interested — he  has  a 
personal  interest — in  having  them  as  handsome 
as  possible ;  I  dare  say  Amelie  will  wear  them 
quite  as  much  to  please  him  as  to  please 

herself  " 

And  so  she  blundered  on.  But  the  anxious 
mother  seemed  somewhat  relieved :  it  had  in 
a  way  been  demonstrated  that  the  only  impru- 
dence that  could  occur  to  any  one,  or  be 
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mentioned,  was  the  imprudence  of  carrying 
valuable  jewellery  about  the  country  in  any 
circumstances  whatever.  And  meanwhile  Mrs. 
Threepenny-bit  continued  her  incoherent  talk, 
to  cover  the  general  constraint.  She  pointed 
out  that,  once  the  diamonds  were  in  the 
artist's  hand,  there  would  be  no  further  peril. 
Was  he  likely  to  send  a  sketch  of  the  design 
to  be  approved  ?  Perhaps  Mr.  Hitrovo  would 
bring  that  on  with  him  from  Vienna?  And 
so  forth.  During  all  this,  Amelie  had  sate 
proud  and  cold  and  seemingly  indifferent. 
She  had  not  spoken  a  word. 

Nor,  indeed,  when  our  small  coterie  sub- 
sequently withdrew  to  their  accustomed  after- 
dinner  retreat,  did  any  one  seem  inclined  to 
re-open  that  subject.  It  was  too  dangerous. 
No  one  would  confess  to  the  sudden  and 
hidden  alarm  that  had  followed  Mrs.  Du- 
maresq's  announcement.  Because,  after  all, 
was  it  not  too  absurd  to  suppose  that  Hitrovo — 
whatever  else  might  be  thought  of  him — could 
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be  guilty  of  the  base  and  brutal  act  of 
absconding  with  a  packet  of  jewels  ?  To  take 
human  motives  at  their  lowest,  was  he  likely 
to  throw  away  his  chance  of  winning  a  rich 
and  beautiful  and  fascinating  heiress  for  the 
sake  of  the  immediate  gain  of  a  handful  of 
crescents  and  pendants?  And  what  had  the 
young  man  done,  or  said,  or  shown  himself, 
that  we  should  gratuitously  assume  him  to  be 
a  common  thief  ? 

But  there  were  other  aspects  of  this  peculiar 
situation. 

"Missis,"  said  Peggy,  at  last,  "she  has 
given  him  those  diamonds  out  of  bravado.  It 
is  a  piece  of  defiance  on  her  part." 

"  Why  should  you  think  so  ? "  said  the  other 
— averting  her  eyes. 

"It  seems  clear  enough.  She  may  have 
guessed  or  suspected  that  Hitrovo  had  not 
made  himself  much  of  a  favourite  in  certain 
quarters — had  not  established  friendly  and 
intimate   relations,   as   Mr.  Wolfenberg  has 
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done,  for  example ;  and  it  is  not  unlikely,  too, 
that  she  had  grown  impatient  of  her  mother's 
nervous  timidity.  Then  here  is  her  answer. 
This  is  a  proof  of  her  trust.  She  says  :  '  You 
may  suspect  or  dislike,  if  you  choose ;  but  I 
know  this  man  ;  and  this  is  how  I  show  it.' 
Indeed,  my  idea  of  her  is  that  she  is  so  proud 
as  to  be  capable  of  flinging  her  diamonds  into 
the  sea  rather  than  confessing  she  had  the 
least  shadow  of  a  doubt." 

"  Yes,  but,  after  all,  Peggy,"  said  her  com- 
panion (fishing  for  frankness,  but  exhibiting 
none),  "  I  do  not  understand  why  you  should 
regard  such  a  thing  as  a  test  of  her  faith  in 
him.  It'  probably  never  occurred  to  her.  She 
is  severely  logical.  She  knows  that  when  a 
woman  has  entrusted  her  whole  life's  happiness 
to  a  man,  the  question  of  the  safety  or  non- 
safety  of  a  case  of  jewellery  is  a  very  trivial 
matter.  Where  is  there  any  bravado  in  that ; 
where  is  there  any  challenge  ?  It  was  quite 
natural  she  should  give  the  diamonds  into  his 
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care,  if  he  said  he  knew  a  jeweller  in  Vienna 
who  could  properly  re-set  them.  That  is  a 
small  thing — when  a  woman  has  once  given 
herself  to  a  man.  Trusting  herself  to  him, 
she  might  very  well  trust  the  custody  of  her 
jewel-case.  I  dare  say  it  never  occurred  to 
her  that  there  could  be  any  risk.  Indeed  it  is 
impossible  to  think  there  could  be  any  risk  ! " 
Then  Peggy  spoke  up. 

"  And  if  it  is  impossible  to  think  it,  why 
did  you  seem  so  startled  when  Mrs.  Dumaresq 
told  you ;  and  why  were  you  so  breathless 
in  continuing  the  conversation,  so  as  to  hide 
your  alarm  ?  Come,  now,  Missis !  I  don't 
say  you  were  alone  in  what  you  thought — or 
feared.  And  perhaps  it  was  very  mad  and 
wicked  of  us — and  very  unreasoning — that 
any  such'  suggestion  should  have  flashed  into 
our  minds;  but  still — still — it  was  an  un- 
expected announcement ;  and  Hitrovo  was 
always  more  or  less  of  a  stranger  and  an 
enigma  to  us ;   and — and   all   that  Amelie 
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Dumaresq  can  know  of  him  she  must  have 
learnt  within  the  last  month  and  a  half ;  and 
it  does  seem  rather  bold  that  she  should 
entrust  him  with  £4,000  or  £5,000  worth 
of  jewellery — so  bold  that,  as  I  say,  it  looks 
like  defiance." 

"  She  has  entrusted  him  with  more  than 
that,  Peggy,  whatever  comes  of  it,"  said  the 
other  woman,  gravely.  "  She  has  entrusted 
him  with  her  life.  And  after  all,"  she  con- 
tinued, with  something  more  of  cheerfulness, 
"  you  have  got  to  consider  that  you  can  learn 
a  good  deal  about  any  human  being  in  a 
month  and  a  half  on  board  ship.  That  is 
what  Wolfenberg  always  says.  He  relies  on 
Amelie's  acute  intelligence,  her  strong 
judgment,  her  determination  to  know  the 
truth  of  things.  She  is  not  likely  to  be 
blinded  by  sentiment  or  romance.  And  if  a 
little  bit  of  bravado  did  enter  into  her  hand- 
ing over  those  diamonds  to  Hitrovo,  well,  you 
know  there  is  pretty  often  a  touch  of  the 
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poseuse  about  her ;  she  likes  doing  things  for 
effect ;  and  Mrs.  Dumaresq  had  clearly  been 
commissioned  to  make  that  announcement  at 
the  dinner- table." 

When  Wolfenberg  turned  up,  a  little  later 
on,  he  was  enthusiastic  about  the  singular 
brilliancy  of  the  night — the  great  over-arching 
vault,  throbbing  with  its  millions  and  millions 
of  stars,  seeming  all  the  more  vast  and 
luminous  because  of  the  black  solidity  of  the 
sea.  But  it  soon  appeared  that  he,  also,  had 
been  thinking  over  the  incident  of  the 
diamonds ;  for  he  said,  in  a  casual  kind  of 
way  

"  I  wonder  if  Amelie  really  imagines  that 
the  Viennese  jewellers  are  the  best  in  Europe  ? 
But  she  never  stops  to  ask  advice ;  she  is  so 
impetuous  and  wilful ;  the  whim  of  the 
moment  is  enough.  I  doubt  if  she  would 
take  the  trouble  to  give  Hitrovo  any  instruc- 
tions ;  though  it  is  a  serious  matter — the 
formation  of  a  family  heirloom,  as  it  were  ; 
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and  of  course  she  ought  to  have  had  designs 
submitted  to  her.  He  is  going  to  telegraph 
to  Gibraltar ;  if  he  sends  his  address  she  might 
telegraph  back,  and  suggest  to  him  to  have 
some  drawings  made — don't  you  think  so  ?  " 

Mrs.  Threepenny-bit  did  not  seem  inclined 
to  interfere :  it  was  all  very  well  for  him,  as 
an  artist,  to  advise.    Then  he  said  

"  I  should  not  myself  like  to  be  tumbling 
about  from  steamer- wharves  to  railway-stations 
with  ,£5,000  worth  of  jewellery  under  my  care. 
Too  much  responsibility.  I  should  like  to 
have  it  deposited  with  my  bankers  as  soon  as 
possible,  or  handed  over  to  the  jewellers,  which 
would  be  the  same  thing,  of  course.  Amelie 
has  always  been  foolhardy  about  those 
diamonds  of  hers.  They  are  too  valuable  to 
be  carried  about  and  used  as  a  toy.  And 
yet  she  has  shown  some  philosophy  about  it 
too.  Life  has  always  been  the  great  thing 
with  her — the  actual  enjoyment  of  living; 
and  its  accessories,  big  or  little,  she  has  re- 
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garded  as  being  of  very  minor  importance. 
Let  her  bask  in  sunlight,  and  breathe 
sweet  air,  and  rejoice  in  the  animation  and 
gaiety  of  the  society  of  friends  around  her — 
that  is  enough  :  the  loss  of  money  or  diamonds 
could  never  affect  her.  Once,  indeed,"  he 
went  on,  more  absently,  "one  object  did  enter 
into  her  life  that  for  a  while  seemed  almost  as 
important  as  life  itself.  Her  devotion  to  art 
— her  resolute  ambition — had  complete  pos- 
session of  her.  And  yet  that  all  seems  to 
have  vanished.  No  doubt  there  is  something 
else,  of  equal  value  and  importance,  perhaps 
of  greater  value  and  importance,  in  its  place." 

He  spoke  a  good  deal  about  Ame'lie  this 
evening  ;  but  with  no  kind  of  confession  that 
the  disappearance  of  Hitrovo  with  her  case 
of  jewels  had  caused  him  the  least  disquietude. 
Nor  did  the  two  women-folk  reveal  what  was 
in  their  minds  until  they  were  bidding  each 
other  good-night.  Then  said  the  elder  of 
them — 
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"Well,  Peggy,  if  what  we  wickedly,  and 
I  hope  absurdly  thought,  the  moment  Mrs. 
Dumaresq  told  us,  should  come  true,  there  is 
one  fortunate  thing  about  it :  the  loss  of  her 
diamonds  will  not  be  too  long  a  price  for 
Amelie  Dumaresq  to  have  paid  for  finding 
out  in  time." 

"That  is  so,  Missis,"  responded  Peggy; 
"but  let  us  hope  it  is  only  we  who  have 
been  frightened  by  the  sudden  announcement 
and  the  peculiar  circumstances.  And  if  we 
should  ever  see  Mrs.  Paul  Hitrovo  at  some 
grand  festivity  in  London,  we  shan't  be  able 
to  look  at  those  diamonds  without  remember- 
ing— and  being  a  little  bit  ashamed  of  our 
suspicions.    Good-night ! " 

"  Good-night,  dear  ! — and  a  more  charitable 
mind  to  all  of  U3  !  " 

The  next  two  or  three  days  were  devoid  of 
incident,  except  that  we  ran  into  successive 
shoals  of  flying-fish ;  and  it  was  quite  a 
welcome  novelty  to  watch  the  long,  wavering, 
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uncertain  flight  of  those  silvery  creatures,  with 
here  and  there  one  of  them  striking  the  crest 
of  a  wave  and  making  a  further  shoot  before 
final  submergence.  And  then,  in  due  course 
of  time,  we  came  in  sight  of  the  dappled  hills 
of  Spain — the  brown  and  yellow  slopes  of  the 
Sierra  Nevada;  with,  nearer  at  hand,  the 
green  vineyards  of  Almeria.  And  yet  again, 
and  early  one  morning,  we  slowed  round  the 
great  grey  Eock,  and  entered  the  well-known 
harbour;  and  there  before  us  were  the  old 
familiar  landmarks — the  Alameda  Gardens, 
Jumper's  Bastion,  the  Bagged-Staff  stairs — all 
quite  home-like,  as  Mrs.  Threepenny-bit  declared, 
with  her  eyes  grown  affectionate  and  kind. 

And  here  were  the  letters,  newspapers,  and 
what  not.  Wolfenberg  seemed  a  little  con- 
cerned— in  a  furtive  kind  of  way — as  these 
were  being  sorted  out. 

"  If  there  is  a  telegram  for  Miss  Dumaresq," 
he  said  to  the  third  officer,  "  I  will  take  it 
to  her." 
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But  apparently  there  was  no  telegram  for 
Miss  Dumaresq. 

"  Are  you  quite  sure  % "  he  asked  ;  and  then 
— when  the  unclaimed  portion  of  the  mail  had 
been  placed  conspicuously  on  the  top  of  the 
saloon  skylight — he  went  carefully  over  every 
envelope.  Just  at  this  point  Amelie  Dumaresq 
came  along. 

"  I  am  afraid  there  is  no  telegram  for  you, 
Amelie,"  said  he. 

Now  she  had  been  going  straight  up  to  that 
displayed  correspondence  ;  but  the  instant  she 
heard  those  words  she  turned  aside,  with  a  fine 
air  of  carelessness. 

"  I  knew  it ! — isn't  he  a  lazy  wretch  ! "  she 
said  to  Mrs.  Threepenny-bit ;  and  she  was 
laughing,  or  affecting  to  laugh.  "  Unless  you 
are  at  his  elbow,  prompting  him,  he  will  do 
nothing:  of  course  he  forgot  all  about  the 

telegram  the  moment  he  left  the  ship  " 

"But,  Amelie,"  said  Wolfenberg,  "you  must 
remember  he  may  have  had  no  chance  of 
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sending  you  a  telegram.  From  Malta  to 
Marseilles  is  a  long  voyage  ;  and  I  dare  say 
the  steamers  are  small  and  of  no  great  speed ; 
and  then  I  doubt  whether  there  is  any  direct 
cable  " 

She  waved  aside  all  this  humble  solicitude. 

"  It  is  not  of  the  least  consequence,"  she 
said.  And  then  she  went  on,  with  her  usual 
gay  audacity :  "I  suppose  you  English  people 
are  tremendously  proud  of  this  lump  of  a  rock, 
and  the  secret  galleries,  and  hidden  cannon. 
But  what  I  am  anxious  to  discover  is  the  hour 
at  which  the  regimental  band  plays  in  the 
gardens.  My  ears  seem  to  be  hungering  for 
something  new ;  and  your  military  bands  are 
rather  good,  aren't  they  ?  " 

"  Missis,  will  the  Black  Watch  have  their 
pipers  with  them  ? "  demanded  Peggy,  suddenly 
— forgetting  she  had  vowed  she  would  not 
land  at  Gib. 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  Mrs.  Threepenny-bit, 
answering  them  both  at  once.    "  But  we  will 

vol. in.  L 
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call  on  the  s,  and  they  will  tell  us  every- 
thing; and  then,  Peggy,  you  will  see  what 
kind  of  quarters  the  officers'  wives  and  families 
have." 

"And  will  you  take  me  with  you?"  con- 
tinued Miss  Dumaresq,  with  a  quite  charming 
frankness.  "  Should  I  be  intruding  ?  Mother 
would  rather  remain  on  board.  If  you  don't 
mind  " 

"  Oh,  by  all  means  you  must  come  with  us," 
the  elder  woman  responded,  promptly.    "  And 

then  we  will  bring  back  the  s  with  us  to 

lunch :  the  Scorpions  are  always  glad  to  get 
off  their  Eock  for  an  hour  or  two,  to  look  at 
some  fresh  English  faces." 

Thus  it  was  that  Amelie  Dumaresq  went 
ashore  with  us,  making  all  the  time  a  very 
brave  show  of  being  entirely  unchagrined  and 
unconcerned.  Nay,  she  flatly  refused  to  walk 
as  far  as  the  telegraph-office,  where  we  might 
have  asked  whether  all  the  telegrams  for  the 
Orotania  had  been  forwarded.  Apparently 


UNDER  THE  ROCK.  147 

she  was  not  thinking  of  her  own  affairs  at  all : 
she  professed,  on  the  other  hand,  the  most 
lively  and  sympathetic  interest  in  the  spectacle, 
presented  by  our  two  young  lovers,  who  could 
now,  without  fear  of  animadversion,  consort 
together  a  little  more  openly.  And  a  very 
pretty  spectacle  it  was — as  we  paid  our  early 
calls,  and  thereafter  drove  away  round  to  the 
small  village  of  Catalan,  at  the  back  of  the 
Rock ;  for  the  Baby  was  shy  and  proud,  and 
would  have  no  stranger  surmise  ;  while  Julian 
Verrinder,  naturally  enough,  rather  wanted  to 
assert  his  right  of  possession.  Peggy  had 
grown  quite  placable  over  this  affair;  and 
seemed  to  regard  them  with  an  amused  forbear- 
ance, as  a  couple  of  irresponsible  children. 

We  had  to  sail  at  two ;  so  there  *was  no 
more  than  time  to  pick  up  our  friends  and 
carry  them  on  board  for  lunch.  And  here 
also  Amelie  Dumaresq  was  at  her  best  and 
brightest ;  quite  fascinating  these  new  acquain- 
tances with  her  wit  and  wilfulness,  her  malicious 
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pleasantries,  her  gay  good-humour.  Other 
people  were  despatching  messages  ashore  ;  one 
or  two  had  actually  received  telegrams ;  but 
she  had  no  thought  for  any  such  things.  Then 
we  had  to  go  on  deck  to  bid  our  guests  adieu  ; 
and  here  she  was  also,  smiling,  observant, 
interested — as  the  great  long  boat;  with  its 
six  rowers,  made  away  in  for  the  land. 

"No,"  said  Peggy,  some  little  time  there- 
after, "she  wouldn't  acknowledge  she  cared  one 
farthing  whether  there  was  or  was  not  a 
telegram  for  her  at  Gibraltar.  She  has  a 
splendid  courage." 

"  Peggy,"  said  the  smaller  woman,  "  it  was 
very  well  done.  And  do  you  know  why  it  was 
done  with  such  spirit  and  effect  ?  She  is 
nerving  herself  for  Tilbury — for  whatever  may 
happen." 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

BRAVING  OUT. 

"  Poor  Sappho ! "  says  our  well-beloved 
Peggy,  as  we  are  walking  up  and  down  the 
deck  early  next  morning.  "  She  is  in  agony. 
All  the  peace,  and  rest,  and  charm  of  the 
voyage  have  fled,  so  far  as  she  is  concerned. 
To  begin  with,  she  has  had  to  abandon  the 
Requiem  for  Phaon's  ocean-grave ;  she  was  so 
distracted  by  various  emotions  that  she  could 
not  get  on ;  and  she  tells  me  she  cannot  write 
unless  she  is  possessed  by  one  all-devouring 
whirlwind  of  flame.  Very  well ;  she  has  put 
the  Requiem  and  everything  else  aside  now ; 
and  has  given  herself  up  entirely  —  to 
Revenge ! " 
"  Yes  ? " 
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"  The  Major,"  continues  Peggy — looking 
discreetly  around ;  but  there  is  no  one  within 
hail — "the  Major  will  be  a  poor,  and  sick, 
and  sorry  man  when  he  finds  a  portrait  of 
himself  in  Sappho's  novel.  Yes,  indeed! 
And  that  is  what  is  driving  her  about  mad 
just  now— the  terrible  business  of  pulling  the 
book  to  pieces,  in  order  to  introduce  this  new 
character.  Fortunately,  it  so  happens  that 
among  all  the  types  of  your  English  fashion- 
able life  that  she  has  been  lashing  and 
scourging  with  whips,  she  had  omitted  the 
military  type ;  and  so  now  comes  in  the 
Major,  the  hired  mercenary,  the  brainless 
elderly  fop,  the  butcher  of  his  kind,  the  paid 
assassin.  I  suppose,  in  saying  all  these  pretty 
things,  she  forgot  that  mv  husband  was  a 
soldier ;  but  she  was  in  such  a  rage  I  did  not 
dare  to  remind  her ;  one  did  not  know  what 
might  happen.  In  fact,  the  only  question  she 
would  consider  calmly  was  whether  she  could 
properly  place   a  simple   Major  —  a  poor, 
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common,  plebeian  Major — in  the  noble  and 
splendid  circles  she  describes.  Oh,  I  assure 
you,"  Peggy  goes  on,  with  garrulous  good- 
nature, "you  will  find  a  gorgeous  set  of 
creatures  in  Sappho's  book:  at  the  same 
time  I  wish  she  wouldn't  so  frequently  use 
the  word  'vulgar' — it's  a  little  kitchen- 
maidish." 

Here  Peggy's  hand  steals  furtively  into 
her  pocket. 

"  Say,  now,"  proceeds  this  young  American 
person,  whose  face  is  all  glorified  by  the  light 
reflected  upwards  from  the  sea,  under  the 
shadow  of  the  stretched  canvas  overhead — 
"  are  you  in  a  good  humour  this  morning  ? 
No  envy  —  no  spite  —  no  uncharitableness  ? 
You  would  give  fair  consideration  ?  You 
would  honestly  admit  merit  ?  No  mean 
jealousy — no  impossible  standards  " 

"  What  is  it  you  have  filched  away  from 
her  this  time  ?    Produce  it !  " 

"To  tell  you  the  truth,"  says  Peggy,  as 
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she  unfolds  a  small  sheet  of  paper,  "  when 
Sappho  lends  me  these  things,  I  don't  think 
it  is  merely  that  I  should  study  them  in  my 
own  cabin.  I  fancy  she  is  not  wholly  averse 
to  their  being  shown  to  one  or  two  favoured 
persons." 

Well,  here  is  the  latest  fragment  of  the 
iEolian  muse : 

Blood,  blood,  blood,  and  blood, 

That  the  waters  will  not  drown  ! 

Wild  arms  stretched  upward  from  the  flood — 

He  shrieked  as  he  -went  down. 

White,  white,  white,  and  white 

A  wan  soul  wings  the  shy  : 

The  crawling  sea  is  black  with  night — 

Ah,  God  !  that  lonesome  cry  ! 

Lost,  lost,  lost,  and  lost  ! 
The  earth  is  damp  and  cold  : 
Two  hands  upon  a  bosom  crossed  : 
(TAe  were-wolf  stalks  the  wold). 

"  But  what  did  he  do  ? "  one  naturally  asks. 

"  He  ?  Who  ?  Can't  you  understand  ? " 
says  Peggy,  impatiently.  "It  is  a  picture. 
It  is  a  tragedy  revealed  as  if  by  a  flash  of 
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lightning.  The  woman  drowns  her  lover  in 
the  flood ;  and  then,  overcome  by  remorse, 
she  sinks  to  the  ground,  and  dies  " 

"  Yes,  yes  ;  but  the  were- wolf :  what  did 
he  do  ?    Did  he  bite  ? " 

"  You  don't  seem  to  understand ! "  says 
Peggy>  angrily.  "  This  is  not  a  story.  Have 
you  no  imagination  ?  Cannot  you  realise  the 
scene — the  terrible  thing  that  has  happened — 
without  asking  for  more  incident  ?  " 

"  But  the  were-wolf :  he  is  the  gentleman 
whose  presence  is  unexplained.  What  did  he 
do  when  he  came  along  and  found  her  lying 
on  the  ground  ?    Did  he  bite  her  ? "  < 

Peggy  snatched  away  the  fragment. 

"  They  talk  about  the  humane  influence  of 
letters ! "  she  said.  "I  believe  literature 
breeds  nothing  but  hatred  and  malice  and 
detraction.  Never  mind  :  I  mean  to  tell  her 
that  there  is  a  distinct  vein  of  originality  in 
her  poems  such  as  is  not  to  be  met  with  in 
any  other  poet,  living  or  dead."    And  there- 
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with  she  returned  the  folded  sheet  of  paper 
to  her  pocket ;  and  that  opportunely ;  for 
now  our  Orotanians  began  to  appear — to  get 
a  draught  of  sea-air  and  sunlight  before  going 
down  to  breakfast. 

We  were  now  making  steadily  home  for 
England,  following  almost  the  same  line  by 
which  we  had  come  south  about  six  weeks 
before.  And  what  strange  things  had 
happened  to  one  or  two  of  us  in  that  brief 
space  of  time — had  happened  so  gradually 
and  imperceptibly  that  it  was  only  now  we 
were  beginning  to  realise  their  full  import. 
For  these  altered  circumstances,  with  all  their 
change  of  plan  and  project,  seemed  to  be 
impressed  on  us  the  more  vividly  by  the 
fact  that  in  but  a  few  days  we  should  be 
within  sight  of  English  shores. 

Wolfenberg  came  along  to  us. 

"  I  suppose  it  must  have  been  about  here," 
he  said,  "on  the  outward  voyage,  that  you 
went  below  to  look  at  Amelie's  dra win^s. 
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I  think  you  were  rather  impressed.  You 
spoke  of  the  reception  she  would  get  in 
London,  if  she  exhibited.  And  now  she  is 
going  back  to  London — but  not  for  that." 

He  was  ordinarily  so  careful  in  guarding 
against  any  expression  of  regret  over  recent 
events  that  we  hardly  knew  how  to  take  this 
speech. 

"Yes,  I  think  the  world  has  lost  a  great 
artist,"  he  continued.  "Whatever  else  may 
happen,  that  is  about  one  thing  sure.  Did  I 
ever  tell  you  of  a  subject  I  had  thought  out 
for  Amelie  ? — a  subject  better  worthy  of  her 
powers  than  the  children  dancing  in  New 
York  streets,  though  she  would  have  made 
that  fine  too.  But  this  was  more  important ; 
it  would  have  taxed  her  strength;  and  she 
would  have  been  equal  to  it.  The  incident 
occurred  in  the  reign  of  Domitian.  Two 
peasants,  who  claimed  to  be  of  royal  origin, 
were  brought  before  the  Emperor,  or  his 
representative  in  Judsea;  they  were  the  grand- 
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sons  of  Jude,  the  brother  of  Jesus.  But  it 
directly  appeared  that  it  was  no  earthly  crown 
they  had  in  their  mind;  they  were  looking 
forward  to  the  immediate  coming  of  the  King- 
dom of  Heaven ;  and  in  the  meantime  they 
only  wished  to  be  allowed  to  return  to  their 
small  farms,  to  till  their  fields.  Can  you  see 
what  she  would  have  made  of  such  a  group  ? — 
the  bullet-headed  Koman,  callous  and  con- 
temptuous ;  the  bystanders  inclined  to  laugh ; 

the  two  peasants  in  their  common  garb  " 

Yes,  we  could  see  easily  enough ;  and  could 
imagine  that  in  Amelie  Dumaresq's  treatment 
of  such  a  subject  there  would  be  a  harsh, 
unsparing  truth  that  would  be  sufficiently 
strong  and  effective.  But,  if  it  came  to  that, 
was  there  not  an  artist  nearer  at  hand  more 
capable  of  dealing  with  such  a  theme — more 
capable  of  lifting  it  out  of  the  atmosphere  of 
mere  verisimilitude  ?  The  curious,  and  per- 
haps even  compassionate,  Eoman,  she  could 
have  tackled  well  enough  ;  and  also  she  might 
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have  brought  her  brutality  of  touch  to  bear 
on  the  people  grinning  at  these  poor  harmless 
maniacs;  but  who  could  have  painted  for 
us,  with  understanding  and  sympathy  and 
revelation,  the  two  swarthy  and  mystic-eyed 
Syrians,  silent,  oblivious  of  both  curiosity 
and  ribaldry,  and,  in  spite  of  their  rude  goat- 
skins and  battered  sandals,  'trailing  clouds 
of  glory '  with  them,  the  glory  of  their  in- 
heritance, and  their  faith,  and  their  dreams? 
That  was  not  for  Amelie  Dumaresq  :  that  was 
for  another.  But  this  man,  now  as  ever 
forgetful  of  himself,  was  trying  to  look  only 
with  her  eyes. 

Of  a  sudden  he  appeared  to  recall  himself. 

"  Ah,  well,  well,"  he  said,  "  one  must  not 
complain.  Everything  is  for  the  best,  if  she 
is  going  forward  to  that  settlement  of  her 
life,  that  security  of  happiness,  on  which 
she  seems  to  have  fixed  her  whole  desire. 
For  that  is  always  the  way  with  Amelie. 
Intensity,  concentration  :  one  object  only  must 
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occupy  her  whole  existence,  to  the  exclusion 
of  everything  else.  And  as  I  have  said  before 
'  The  world  has  many  artists ;  she  has  but 
the  one  world.' " 

"You  put  her  welfare,  her  contentment, 
before  everything :  you  think  of  nothing  but 
her,"  said  the  small  creature  who  was  receiv- 
ing these  confidences  ;  but  it  was  in  no  tone 
of  reproach  ;  rather  she  was  regarding  him 
with  evident  favour  and  perhaps  even  with 
some  touch  of  admiration. 

"  There  is  nothing  I  would  not  do  for  her," 
he  said,  simply.  "  There  is  no  sacrifice  I 
would  not  make  for  her.  And  all  the  reward 
I  should  ask  for,  and  hope  for,  would  be  just 
this  :  if  I  were  dying  I  should  like  her  to 
come  and  see  me — for  a  minute ;  I  should 
like  her  to  come  to  the  bedside,  and  take  my 
hand,  and  say  'Ernest,  you  tried  to  be  a 
good  friend  to  me  always.'  But  that,  of 
course,  is  a  mere  piece  of  sentiment.  I  dare 
say  Amelie  would  laugh  at  it  " 
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"  She  would  be  a  most  unnatural  and 
ungrateful  woman  if  she  did,"  said  Mrs. 
Threepenny-bit,  warmly ;  but  at  this  point 
the  conversation  was  interrupted ;  for  there 
was  a  sudden  ringing  of  a  bell ;  and  presently 
the  whole  vessel  was  in  commotion  with  fire- 
alarm  drilL  By  the  time  the  clamour  had 
ceased,  Wolfenberg  had  been  carried  off  by 
the  Dumaresqs,  on  some  behest  or  other. 

But  all  this  while  not  one  word  had  been 
uttered  about  certain  dark  fears  and  sus- 
picions. Nay,  it  was  quite  the  other  way. 
When  we  came  together  again  at  lunch,  it 
was  almost  pathetic  to  observe  the  cheerful  and 
hopeful  fashion  in  which  Wolfenberg,  talking 
to  Amelie  Dumaresq,  would  cunningly  in- 
sinuate that  the  future  had  nothing  but 
smiles  and  certainties  for  her.  Had  he 
forgotten  the  absence  of  any  telegram  at 
Gibraltar;  or  did  he  assume  that  such  a 
trifle  was  of  no  importance  ?  At  all  events, 
whatever  anxiety  there  may  have  been  in  his 
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mind,  he  betrayed  none :  on  the  contrary, 
he  was  now  chatting  to  her,  or  addressing 
the  table  generalty,  with  an  air  of  studied 
equanimity. 

1  'Plymouth,"  he  said,  as  he  consulted  a 
certain  '  Table  of  Probable  Times  of  Arrival 
and  Departure.'  "Plymouth,  1  p.m.,  on  the 
13  th.  And  we  have  been  punctual  to  the 
hour  all  the  way  through :  why  not  also  at 
Plymouth?  So,  you  see,  Amelie,  if  Mr. 
Hitrovo  chanced  to  get  to  London  a  day  or 
two  before  us,  there  is  no  reason  why  he 
should  not  run  down  and  meet  us  at  Ply- 
mouth, and  sail  up  the  Channel  with  us. 
Wouldn't  that  be  a  pleasant  surprise  for 
you?" 

She  glanced  towards  him  with  a  curious, 
quick  look — of  watchfulness  and  inquiry : 
then  her  eyes  became  inscrutable  again. 

"  It  is  hardly  probable,"  she  said,  with  some- 
thing of  carelessness.  "He  would  most 
likely  be  a  couple  of  days  in  Nice.    Then  it 
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is  a  long  railway  journey  from  Vienna  to 
Calais.  I  should  think  there  wasn't  much 
chance  of  his  appearing  at  Plymouth." 

"Ah,  I  don't  know— I  don't  know,"  he 
said,  encouragingly.  "When  trains  have 
once  started,  they  soon  beat  steam-ships  " 

"  Besides,"  she  added,  with  a  smile,  "  even 
if  he  were  in  London,  I  doubt  whether  he 
would  come  away  down  to  Plymouth  :  he  is 
too  lazy.  It  would  not  occur  to  him.  He 
might  do  it  if  some  one  were  at  his  elbow  to 
prompt  him ;  otherwise  he  would  simply  wait." 

"You  will  see — you  will  see,"  Wolfenberg 
said  to  her,  in  kindly  fashion.  "I  would 
advise  you  to  borrow  a  telescope  from  one  of 
the  officers  as  we  are  going  into  Plymouth 
Sound." 

At  this  she  raised  her  head,  and  regarded 
him  with  wide-staring  eyes. 

"  Oh,  do  you  think  I  am  so  anxious,  then  ? " 
she  demanded. 

But  here  the  mother  interposed. 
vol.  in.  M 
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"Amelie,"  said  she,  "you  don't  give  Mr. 
Hitrovo  a  very  good  character  for  thought- 
fulness  and  promptitude  " 

"  He  has  plenty  of  other  good  qualities — 
plenty  " 

"At  all  events,  I  hope  he  will  hand  over 
those  diamonds  to  the  jeweller  the  moment 
he  reaches  Vienna,"  the  nervous,  white-haired 
woman  went  on.  "I  cannot  bear  the  idea 
of  a  young  man  travelling  about  with  such 
a  valuable  casket  under  his  care.  Why,  it 
is  not  safe  for  himself ! " 

Amelie  laughed — in  rather  a  forced  way. 

"  I  know  what  will  happen,"  she  said. 
"  As  likely  as  not  you  will  find  him  turning 
up  in  London  with  the  diamonds  in  precisely 
the  same  condition  as  when  he  took  them 
away,  and  with  not  even  a  design  made.  He 
will  have  forgotten  all  about  them." 

Then  there  was  silence :  no  one  seemed 
anxious  to  pursue  the  subject. 

But  it  was  about  this  time  that  we  more 
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particularly  remarked   the  singular  change 
that  had   come    over    Amdlie  Dumaresq's 
manner  towards  us.     In  which  connection 
it  ought  to  be  said  that  whatever  relationship 
existed  between  her  and  our  women-folk  had 
been  solely  and  wholly  based  on  advances 
made  by  herself.    Though  she  might  have 
been  to  them   a   curious  study  in  human 
nature,  they  had  not  sought  to  cultivate  any 
obtrusive  intimacy;  it  was  rather  she  who 
had,  in  her  frank,  offhand,  downright  way, 
appropriated  them,  and  extorted  interest  in 
herself   and   her    doings    and   her  bizarre 
opinions.     But  now  she  seemed  to  regard 
them  with  a  certain  coldness,  not  to  say 
defiance — unconscious  as  they  were  of  having 
given  her  any  cause  of  offence.    She  was  no 
longer  bubbling   over  with  happiness,  and 
eager  to  sweep  all  her  immediate  neighbours 
into  the  full-flowing  current  of  her  present 
delight  and  anticipation  of  the  future.  We 
could  see  the  change  most  easily  in  her  eyes. 


1 64  WOLFENBERG. 

Those  beautiful,  lustrous,  dark  orbs  had 
always  given  us  the  impression  that  behind 
them  was  an  abundant  and  joyous  life  that 
seemed  to  challenge  and  demand  sympathy, 
approval,  and  co-operation :  now  there  was 
a  certain  distance,  a  kind  of  scanning,  in 
their  look.  We  had  done  nothing.  We  had 
breathed  no  word,  outside  our  own  small 
circle,  in  connection  with  the  disappearance 
of  the  diamonds ;  we  had  uttered  no  comment 
on  the  absence  of  any  telegram  at  Gib.  But 
she  seemed  to  suspect  us  somehow.  And 
especially  before  the  women-folk  she  was 
inordinately  and  effusively  affectionate  to- 
wards her  mother.  It  was  'Mimsey'  this, 
and  '  Matushka '  that,  every  other  sentence, 
if  Mrs.  Threepenny-bit  and  Lady  Cameron 
happened  to  be  looking  on.  It  was  altogether 
an  enigmatical  situation  of  affairs ;  and  mean- 
while we  were  slowly  steaming  northwards 
towards  England — at  an  equable  rate  of  about 
ten  or  a  dozen  knots  an  hour. 
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We  could  not  forget,  however,  that,  slow 
or  fast  as  our  progress  might  be,  we  had  two 
young  folk  with  us  who  did  not  seem  to  care. 
At  first  sight  a  steamship  might  appear  to 
be  a  poor  substitute  for  Lovers'-land.  Lovers'- 
land  ought  to  be  Herrick's  land— with  prim 
rose  glades  and  cowslip  meadows,  rustic  stiles 
and  apple-orchards,  posies,  kirtles,  shepherds' 
crooks,  and  lads  and  lasses  gone  a-Maying. 
Nevertheless,  when  all  is  said  and  done,  a 
ship  will  serve.  There  are  many  nooks  and 
corners  about  it,  furnishing  what  may  be 
discreetly  called  'occasions.'  These  two 
young  creatures,  for  example :  what  hindered 
them  from  being  up  in  the  early  morning, 
with  the  quarter-deck  all  to  themselves,  the 
shining  blue  sea  all  around  them,  the  long 
pathway  of  seething  foam  away  astern  ? 
Then,  during  the  day,  there  were  all  kinds 
of  occupations  and  expeditions  together — to 
feed  the  captured  birds  ;  to  play  chess  in  the 
empty  fore-saloon ;  or,  in  the  chief  saloon — 
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with  the  wind-sails  in  the  ports  blowing  in 
cool  draughts  of  air — to  sit  and  listen  to  the 
musical  maidens  who,  standing  by  the  piano, 
were  busy  with  '  Here's  a  health  unto  her,' 
or  'Down,  down,  hey,  derry  down,'  or 
'  Though  seas  between  us  roll,  love.'  But 
it  was  at  night  they  had  their  chief  chance ; 
for  the  ship's  lamps  were  far  apart;  there 
were  long  spaces  of  dusk ;  and  you  could  not 
make  out  which  were  the  figures  standing 
by  the  rail,  with  the  great  black  sea  beyond, 
and  the  dome  of  palpitating  stars  overhead. 
Murmured  talk — a  glance — a  touch  of  the 
hand — this  was  sufficient  to  have  '  the  golden 
age — the  golden  age  come  back ' ;  and  they 
could  do  very  well  without  daisied  meads, 
and  frisking  lambs,  and  Corinna's  ribbons. 
And  it  is  possible  that  there  may  have  been 
a  sort  of  unrecognised  conspiracy  to  leave 
those  two  alone.  Peggy,  it  is  true,  was  still 
a  little  nettled  about  having  been  tricked ; 
but  everybody  else  was  benignant.  Wolfen- 
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berg  had  worked  at  his  wedding-present  until 
it  was  worth  a  good  deal  more  than  the  300?. 
which  young  Verrinder  understood  —  and 
hoped — he  would  have  to  pay  for  the  coveted 
sketch. 

In  crossing  the  Bay  of  Biscay  we  ran  into 
a  series  of  hot  and  enervating  mists ;  and 
these,  as  we  drew  near  the  mouth  of  the 
English  Channel,  gave  way  to  a  dense  fog ; 
so  that  on  the  first  occasion  during  this  long 
voyage  it  seemed  probable  we  should  fall 
away  from  our  fixed  time. 

"You  must  not  be  disappointed,  Amelie," 
said  Wolfenberg,  at  dinner,  "if  Mr.  Hitrovo 
does  not  meet  you  at  Plymouth.  For  if  he 
hears  that  there  has  been  fog  in  the  Bay  of 
Biscay,  he  must  know  that  the  steamer  would 
be  indefinitely  delayed,  and  most  likely  he 
would  not  care  to  go  down  and  wait  on 
chance." 

She  did  not  answer. 
Tt  is  different  as  regards  Tilbury,"  he  said, 
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with  much  cheerfulness.  "  Quite  different. 
For,  you  see,  they  will  know  in  London  when 
we  reach  Plymouth ;  and  Tilbury  is  twenty- 
four  hours  after ;  I  don't  suppose  the  fog  in 
the  Channel,  assuming  that  there  is  any,  will 
hinder  us  so  very  much.  There  is  a  hotel 
at  Tilbury,  I  think?  You  must  remember, 
Amelie,  he  never  undertook  to  meet  you  at 
Plymouth  :  that  was  only  a  fancy  of  mine. 
The  race  was  for  Tilbury.  But  what  were 
the  stakes  ? — what  was  the  bet  ? " 

"  I  don't  know — I  don't  remember,"  she 
said,  calmly. 

She  either  was  indifferent,  or  successfully 
affected  indifference ;  but  her  mother,  each 
time  that  Hitrovo's  name  was  mentioned, 
looked  quickly  up,  and  glanced  from  one  to 
the  other,  in  a  nervous  and  apprehensive 
fashion.  And  she  seemed  anxious  that  we 
should  not  be  delayed  on  our  way  to  London. 

"  I  hear  that  quite  a  number  mean  to  land 
at  Plymouth  to-morrow,  and  go  on  to  London 
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by  rail,"  said  Lady  Cameron  to  our  Mrs. 
Threepenny-bit.  "  Why  is  that,  now  ?  The 
saving  in  time  can  be  very  little — as  compared 
with  the  length  of  the  voyage.  Or  is  it  the 
fogs  they  are  afraid  of?  It  can't  be  sea- 
sickness,  in  a  big  boat  like  this ;  besides,  we 
have  all  become  hardened  sailors.  And  yet 
I  don't  know :  you  English  people  appear  to 
have  a  perfectly  overwhelming  and  inexplicable 

dread  of  the  Channel  " 

"  Not  so  inexplicable,  Peggy,  if  you  only 
knew,"  her  friend  made  answer,  with  serious 
eyes.  "  You  don't  understand  how  largely  the 
Channel  enters  into  English  life.  Consider 
this,  for  example.  The  young  Briton,  the 
moment  he  marries,  mast  needs  drag  his  bride 
away  abroad ;  and  the  very  first  thing  they 
encounter  is  the  Channel.  All  during  the 
courting-time,"  continues  this  profound  philo- 
sopher, "these  two  have  been  showing  off 
the  best  side  of  their  character  to  each  other : 
she  is  ignorant  of  him  ;  he  is  ignorant  of  her. 
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What  opens  their  eyes  ?  The  Channel.  They 
get  down  to  Dover ;  they  go  on  board  a  small 
steamer:  the  jabbling  water  flings  about  the 
cockle-shell  anyhow;  and  of  course  they  be- 
come ill  " 

"  Nos  et  mutamur  in  illness." 

"What's  that?  And  then  their  true 
dispositions  leak  out.  If  he  is  selfish,  he 
appears  a  downright  brute ;  if  she  is  petulant 
and  ill-tempered,  she  becomes  unbearable.  If 
you  only  knew  how  many  married  lives  have 
been  ruined  by  those  choppy  seas,  perhaps 
you  would  have  a  dread  of  the  English  Channel 
too.  And  Emily  there — if  she  is  wise — when 
the  happy  time  comes — she  will  know  what 
to  avoid  " 

The  poor  Baby !  She  had  been  listening, 
with  her  great,  soft,  pathetic  eyes  deeply 
interested ;  and  this  sudden  calling  attention 
to  her  startled  her  into  self-consciousness,  and 
summoned  swift  colour  to  her  face. 

"  That  is  a  long  way  off  yet,"  she  said,  with 
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a  pretty  innocence — and  not  pretending  to 
misunderstand.  "  And  I  know  Julian  will  go 
wherever  I  ask  him  to  go,  so  that  there  need 
not  be  any  crossing  of  the  Channel." 

"  That  is  right,"  said  Mrs.  Threepenny-bit, 
with  kindly  approval.  "  Young  people  cannot 
be  too  careful — especially  at  first." 

In  consequence  of  these  fogs  we  did  not 
reach  Plymouth  till  the  following  evening ; 
and  the  tender  that  came  out  to  take  off  the 
shore-going  folk,  with  its  yellow  lamps  glim- 
mering through  this  vague,  dark  world  of 
mist,  was  a  spectral  kind  of  thing.  Hitrovo 
was  not  on  board  ;  nor  had  he  sent  any  letter 
or  telegram. 

"Of  course  not,"  said  Amelie  Dumaresq, 
with  a  careless  bit  of  a  laugh.  "He's  too 
lazy  for  anything." 

"  Oh,  but  you  must  not  take  it  for  granted 
he  has  had  time  to  reach  England,"  Wolfen- 
berg  said  to  her  at  once.  "  Not  at  all.  How 
can  you  tell  ?    We  may  have  won  in  the  race 
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from  Malta.  "Why,  Amelie,"  he  went  on— but 
with  some  little  hesitation — and  he  regarded 
her  the  while — "  even  if  you  should  not  find 
him  at  Tilbury  to-morrow  or  next  day — well 
— you  ought  not  to  be  disappointed  " 

"  Disappointed  ? "  she  said,  with  a  kind  of 
merriment.  "  Do  you  imagine  I  do  not  under- 
stand Monsieur  Paul  by  this  time  ? " 

Then  the  people  who  had  been  our  ship- 
mates for  so  long  began  to  go  down  the  gang- 
way to  the  tender — shadowy  phantoms  they 
seemed  descending  into  that  grey  gulf ;  and 
presently  there  were  farewell  messages  being 
called  backwards  and  forwards.  It  was  a 
ghostly  leave-taking — in  this  encircling  gloom. 
Finally  the  smaller  vessel,  with  its  dim  lights 
growing  dimmer,  crept  away  into  the  fog  and 
disappeared ;  and  many  and  strange  (as  we 
afterwards  heard)  were  the  adventures  it  en- 
countered before  it  carried  its  living  freight 
securely  to  land ;  but  these  do  not  concern  us 
here. 
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We  lay  anchored  in  Plymouth  harbour  that 
night  on  account  of  the  fog;  had  a  pleasant 
run  up  Channel  next  day ;  and  on  the  follow- 
ing morning  found  ourselves  approaching  the 
estuary  of  the  Thames.  And  it  needed  but  a 
single  glance  out  of  a  port  to  convince  us  that 
we  had  indeed  reached  old  England ;  for  here 
were  wild  squalls  of  rain  flying  hither  and 
thither;  and  gusts  of  wind  that  hurried  on- 
wards the  lowering  clouds ;  and  a  wide  expanse 
of  lapping,  muddy-yellow  water;  and  far- 
extending  flat  shores  stretching  away  beneath 
grey,  and  cold,  and  cheerless  skies.  The  poor 
Orotanians  began  to  get  out  their  ulsters  ;  and 
sought  refuge  from  the  wet  under  the  awnings 
that  hitherto  had  sheltered  them  from  the 
blaze  of  the  sun.  And  so  we  crept  slowly 
along  the  channels,  gradually  leaving  behind 
us  the  Girdler,  and  the  Mouse,  and  the  Nore ; 
until,  about  mid-day,  we  came  in  sight  of 
Tilbury  Docks  and  the  small  pier  fronting  the 
river. 
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It  was  Wolfenberg  who  betrayed  most  con- 
cern, despite  his  strenuous  efforts  to  appear 
quite  calm  and  confident  and  assured.  He 
would    continue  talking    about  indifferent 
matters ;  but  ever  and  anon  his  eyes  would 
be  stealthily  and  earnestly  directed  towards 
that  distant  platform  and  the  tender  lying 
alongside.     And  even  we  bystanders  began 
to  be  in  sympathy  with  his  eager  desire.  We 
hoped  that  Hitrovo  would  be  there  ;  and  that 
all  would  go  well  and  happily.    For  we  had 
not  spent  this  long  time  in  close  conjunction 
with  such  a  nature  as  that  of  Amelie  Dumaresq 
without  having  become  profoundly  interested  ; 
and  we  could  not  but  conjecture  how  her 
proud  and  passionate  spirit  would  brook  an 
open  mark  of  neglect.      We,  also,  strained 
our  eyes  towards  the  pier  and  the  small 
steamer;  and  even  employed  field-glasses — 
when   no    one  was   looking ;   until,  indeed, 
the  loud  command  issued  from  the  bridge, 
c  Let  go  the  Anchor  ! ' — and  a  roar  of  iron 
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chain  forward  told  us  that  the  good  ship 
Orotania  had  brought  us  all  safely  home 
again. 

The  tender  came  out.  There  were  two  or 
three  gentlemen  on  board — no  doubt  friends 
of  the  passengers.  But  by  this  time  suspicion 
had  deepened  into  certainty :  Paul  Hitrovo 
was  neither  on  the  pier  nor  yet  on  the  small 
steamer  now  approaching.  Whatever  might 
be  the  reason,  he  had  failed  to  keep  his  ap- 
pointment. 

"  The  fogs  have  made  everything  so  un- 
certain," Wolfenberg  said  to  her,  with  anxious 
solicitude.  "He  may  not  have  heard  of  our 
arrival  at  Plymouth.  Or  he  may  be  waiting 
for  you  at  Fenchurch  Street  " 

"  Oh,  don't  bother  about  it,  Ernest,"  she 
said,  briefly.  "  No  doubt  there  will  be  a  letter 
or  telegram  waiting  for  us  at  Glimmer's." 

She  was  pale,  but  perhaps  not  much  more 
so  than  usual  :  it  was  her  lips,  usually  so  rich 
of  hue,  that  showed  a  lack  of  colour — they 
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seemed  a  little  dry  and  contracted.  She  was 
proud,  and  calm,  and  self-possessed ;  she 
maintained  an  absolute  silence ;  and  she  re- 
garded, in  a  cold,  impassive,  mechanical  way, 
the  various  preparations  for  our  getting  ashore. 

Thereafter  we  had  our  own  immediate  affairs 
to  attend  to,  so  we  lost  sight  of  those  three ; 
nor  did  we  even  go  up  to  town  with  them  in 
the  same  railway-carriage.  But  at  Fenchurch 
Street  we  ran  against  them  once  more;  and 
Wolfenberg  promised  to  come  round  and  see 
us  in  the  evening ;  there  was  a  silent  under- 
standing that  he  might  have  news. 

It  was  about  nine  o'clock  when  he  called. 
He  appeared  to  be  in  a  jaunty  and  off-hand 
mood— different  from  his  ordinarily  grave  and 
simple  ways. 

"  So  you  are  getting  settled  down  ? "  he 
said  to  our  women -folk.  "  The  roar  of  London 
sounds  strange  after  the  quiet  and  solitude 
of  those  blue  seas,  does  it  not  ?  And  yet  I 
must  be  off  again  on  my  travels  to-morrow; 
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at  least,  I  fear  so  ;  to  Paris,  that  is — yes,  to 
Paris  ;  to  finish  up  some  business  matters.  I 
hope  you  will  all  go  round  to  Glimmer's  and 
see  Amelie  and  her  mother ;  they  are  not  very 
familiar  with  London.  And  if  you  will  be  so 
exceedingly  kind,  I  am  sure  you  won't  find 
it  difficult  to  interest  and  amuse  them : 
pictures  and  music  are  what  they  care  for 
most." 

Nothing  was  said  about  what  was  present 
to  all  minds  ;  but  as  he  was  going  away — and 
when  one  of  us  had  gone  down  into  the  hall 
with  him — his  manner  entirely  changed. 

"What  was  the  name  of  the  hotel  in 
Vienna,"  he  asked  hurriedly,  and  in  a  low 
voice  so  that  those  others  should  not  hear, 
"that  Hitrovo  said  he  had  rooms  in — over- 
looking the  river — he  spoke  of  the  view  " 

"  The  Hotel  Metropole." 

"  I  am  off  for  Vienna  to-morrow,"  he  said, 
"  if  there  is  neither  letter  nor  telegram  in  the 
morning.    There  has  been  no  message  from 

VOL.  III.  N 
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him  of  any  sort.  Only,  the  Dumaresqs  must 
not  suspect  where  I  have  gone.  Say  that  it 
is  Paris — I  have  a  lot  of  pictures  there  I  must 
bring  over.  And  will  you  go  and  see  Ame'lie 
as  often  as  you  can  % — if  your  ladies  will  be 
so  kind,  I  am  sure  she  would  be  most  grateful 
: — she  will  be  lonely  at  first  in  this  great  city." 

Her — her,  ever  and  always.  He  seemed  to 
have  no  other  thought. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

COMINGS  AND  GOINGS. 

The  next  few  days  were  quite  uneventful ; 
that  was  the  tragic  part  of  it.  Every  hour 
that  went  by  seemed  to  increase  Mrs. 
Dumaresq's  alarm  and  terror ;  and  all  the 
more  so  that  she  durst  not  speak.  Then  came 
a  morning  on  which  Amelie,  taking  her  maid 
with  her,  had  gone  out  on  some  errand ;  and 
the  poor  mother,  seizing  her  opportunity, 
stole  hurriedly  along  to  us. 

"  What  can  it  mean — what  can  it  mean  !  " 
she  cried  in  piteous  accents ;  and  the  tired, 
pathetic  eyes  were  full  of  trouble.  "  Not  a 
word  or  a  sign  from  him!  He  must  know  that 
we  are  in  England — that  we  are  in  London  ; 
he  must  have  seen  the  arrival  of  the  Orotania 
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announced  in  the  newspapers.  What  can  be 
the  reason  of  it!    He  cannot  have  been 

murdered — we  should  have  heard  of  it  " 

"  Surely,"  said  our  Mrs.  Threepenny-bit, 
"  Amelie  herself  could  find  out.  Why  does 
she  not  telegraph  to  him  ? — no  doubt  she  has 

his  address  " 

"  Amelie  ?  "  repeated  the  other,  shaking  her 
head  sadly  :  it  was  clear  she  had  already  con- 
templated this  course.    "  You  do  not  know 
her !    Where  her  pride  is  concerned,  she  is 
like  a  rock.    You  might  go  down  on  your 
knees  to  her,  and  she  would  not  move.  She 
pretends  that   nothing  has  happened.  She 
goes  about  her  daily  life  as  if  nothing  had 
happened.    This  morning  she  is  away  to  her 
dentist.    This  afternoon  her  dressmaker  is 
coming.    She  would  kill  herself,  or  let  her- 
self be  killed,  twenty  times  over,  rather  than 
have  her  pride  humbled ;  it  is  a  passion  witli 
her ;  she  has  been  like  that  since  her  child- 
hood.   Any  other  girl,  apparently  forsaken  in 
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this  way,  would  throw  herself  on  her  bed 
and  cry  for  hours  ;  but  Amelie — Amelie  is  like 
stone." 

Then  she  broke  into  another  strain  : 

"  And  to  think  of  Wolfenberg's  deserting  us 
at  such  a  time !  "  she  said,  bitterly.  "He  has 
always  professed  to  be  Amelie's  most  intimate 
friend ;  and  she  has  just  idolized  him  ;  and 
declared  to  every  one  that  he  was  the  best, 
the  most  generous,  the  most  thoughtful,  the 
kindest-hearted  of  men.  Yes ;  and  he  goes 
away  over  to  Paris,  to  look  after  pictures, 
when  he  must  have  known  that  this  silence 
on  the  part  of  Hitrovo  meant  something 
dreadful  " 

"I  am  certain  of  this,"  said  Mrs.  Three- 
penny-bit, with  unusual  fervour,  "  that  if  Mr. 
Wolfenberg  thought  he  could  be  of  service  to 
either  you  or  Amelie,  by  being  here  at  this 
moment,  well  then,  it  is  here  at  this  moment 
he  would  be.    That  I  am  certain  of !  " 

She  took  no  heed  of  this  indignant  defence. 
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"  Those  diamonds — those  diamonds  ! "  she 
went  on,  driven  at  last  to  confession  by 
despair.  "  That  is  the  terrible  thing :  you 
can't  help  remembering  that  he  took  the 
diamonds  with  him — that  we  have  heard 
nothing  about  either  them  or  him.  Not  that 
I  value  the  diamonds  a  pin-point — no — you 
won't  suspect  me  of  that — when  it  is  Amelie's 
happiness  I  am  thinking  of :  it  is  not  the 
diamonds  but  the  man's  character  that  is  at 
stake — the  character  of  the  man  she  loves,  the 
man  she  has  given  her  life  to.  And  you," 
she  said,  lifting  her  troubled  eyes  with  a 
glance  half  of  anxious  scrutiny  and  half  of 
appeal,  "  whatever  appearances  may  say,  don't 
you  think  it  is  perfectly  impossible  and  in- 
credible that  he  could  have  taken  those  dia- 
monds— don't  you  think  it  is  a  perfectly 
monstrous  suggestion — though  it  may  come 
back  and  back  into  your  mind  %  " 

The  small  woman  thus  addressed  was  a  trifle 
disconcerted. 
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"  Well,"  she  said,  "  we  had  hardly  the 
opportunities  of  judging  of  Mr.  Hitrovo  that 
you  had;  but  still  we  saw  him  from  day  to 
day,  and  we  talked  with  him  occasionally,  and 
so  on ;  and  certainly  he  was  about  the  last 
man  in  the  world  whom  you  would  have 
suspected  of  being  a  common  swindler." 

"  Besides/'  observed  a  bystander,  who  had 
gone  to  the  fire  for  warmth,  "  if  he  had  been 
a  common  swindler,  he  would  have  played  his 
cards  to  better  purpose.  If  he  had  been  a 
swindler,  it  was  not  the  diamonds  alone  that 
would  have  satisfied  him." 

"  You  both  think  so  ?  Oh,  I  am  so  glad  ! " 
she  exclaimed.  And  then  she  instantly 
checked  herself — though  she  was  not  much 
of  an  actress.  "  Of  course,"  she  said,  with 
some  affectation  of  unconcern,  "  I  was  merely 
considering  the  idea  that  might  occur  to  an 
outsider.  To  us  who  knew  Mr.  Hitrovo,  and 
were  with  him  all  that  time,  such  an  idea  is, 
as  you  say,  perfectly  incredible.  Perfectly 
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absurd,  indeed."    She  hesitated  for  a  moment. 
"And  yet  his  silence  is  strange." 
She  rose  to  go. 

"  Amelie  will  be  writing  to  you  this  after- 
noon ;  she  has  some  proposal  to  make,"  she 
said  ;  and  then  she  added  timidly :  "  And  you 
need  not  tell  her  I  called  this  morning." 
Therewith  she  left — perhaps  cheered  up  a 
little  by  this  avowal  of  her  hidden  and  re- 
current fears. 

But  among  all  the  visitors  we  had  at  this 
time — who  were  increased  in  number  by  the 
fact  that  Peggy  and  her  sister  were  staying 
with  us  for  a  while,  before  going  home  to 
Inverfask — none  were  more  welcome  than 
Julian  Verrinder's  relatives.  They  came 
curious  to  see  what  Pearl,  what  Eose,  what 
Treasure  the  boy  had  brought  home  with  him 
from  the  far  East  (to  be  strictly  accurate,  the 
Baby  was  born  in  Kentucky,  which  is  some- 
what westerly)  and  they  remained  to  be 
charmed.    Our  women-folk  could  show  them 
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other  souvenirs  of  our  voyage — Bithynian 
silks,  Turkish  embroideries,  Rhodian  plates, 
and  what  not,  until  it  looked  as  if  a  sale  of 
bric-a-brac  were  going  forward ;  but  it  was 
the  Juno-eyed  young  maid,  with  her  modest, 
and  grateful,  and  shyly  affectionate  ways,  that 
entirely  engrossed  their  attention.  And  now 
we  discovered  why  it  was  that  Miss  Emily, 
out  of  her  slender  store  of  pocket-money,  had 
been  purchasing  various  things  in  the  different 
bazaars  and  shops — a  silver-figured  bath-room 
dress  at  Broussa,  a  brass  coffee-service  at 
Constantinople,  a  number  of  lace  handkerchiefs 
at  Malta,  and  the  like.  These  were  no  per- 
sonal acquisitions,  to  be  selfishly  hoarded.  Not 
at  all.  This  was  for  Julian's  sister ;  that  was 
for  Julian's  mother ;  we  perceived  that  the 
Baby  had  her  wits  about  her,  under  her  pre- 
vailing mask  of  gentleness.  And  of  course 
there  was  an  immense  amount  of  chatter,  at 
lunch  or  dinner,  about  the  Orotania,  and  her 
excellent  qualities ;   until  there  seemed  to 
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spring  up  a  universal  desire  to  go  and  repeat 
this  voyage,  with  perhaps  some  deviation  in 
the  direction  of  Mycenae,  or  Damascus,  or 
Smyrna,  or  Tunis. 

"  It  was  simply  delightful  all  the  way 
through,"  said  Peggy,  at  one  of  these  small 
gatherings.  "And  the  wonderful  thing  was 
that  the  people  turned  out  to  be  so  nice ! 
Who  minded  the  dear  old  Major's  growlings — 
though  they  did  sound  rather  awful  at  times — 
or  grudged  Sappho  her  fondling  of  the  pug, 
that  so  mysteriously  disappeared  ?  Why,  out 
of  all  those  strangers,  there  were  only  one 
or  two  whom  we  disliked ;  and  of  course 
they  did  not  know  they  were  disliked.  Isn't 
that  a  merciful  and  beautiful  provision  of 
nature  ?  I  suppose  there  is  no  man  or  woman 
born  who  can  imagine  the  reason  why  he  or 
she  should  be  disliked :  they  may  discover 
that  they  are  disliked,  but  they  themselves 
cannot  understand  why  it  should  be  so — 
therefore  the  other  people  are  in  the  wrong. 
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There  was  only  one  thing  wanting,"  she  con- 
tinued. "And  that  will  never  be  found  on 
a  ship  until  one  of  our  American  millionaires 
starts  it  on  his  yacht.  There  ought  to  have 
been  stables  and  horses  on  board,  and  a  tanned 
ride  made  somewhere  under  cover,  so  that  in 
wet  weather  we  could  have  had  a  gallop 
round  and  round  " 

"  But  we  never  had  any  wet  weather !  "  the 
Baby  protested ;  and  this  simple  statement  of 
fact  dismissed  the  wild  scheme. 

There  was  an  engagement-ring  bought  about 
this  time :  rubies  and  diamonds  :  very  pretty 
it  was.  Then  the  blushing  wearer  of  that 
pledge  and  symbol  must  needs  come  secretly 
to  the  humble  chronicler  of  these  occurrences. 

"I  wish  you  would  tell  me  what  I  ought 
to  get  for  Julian,"  she  said,  shyly. 

"  Why  not  ask  himself  what  he  would  like  ?" 

"  Oh,  no,  no  ! — I  could  not  do  that !  It 
must  be  a  surprise.  And  I  mean  something 
similar  to  this  ring  " 
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"  Something  to  secure  him  to  you  for  ever 
and  ever  ? " 

The  tell-tale  eyes  could  look  grateful  enough 
when  they  chose. 

"  There  are  two  ways  of  doing  that.  The 
one  way  is  to  get  a  thick  band  of  gold  clasped 
on  to  the  arm  above  the  elbow ;  and  there  it 
is  locked,  and  you  keep  the  key ;  he  becomes 
your  bondsman  and  slave  for  evermore.  But 
that  is  not  a  good  way.  .For  one  thing,  it 
would  make  him  too  conspicuous  in  a  Turkish 
bath.  Besides,  he  could  go  to  a  goldsmith's 
and  get  the  loan  of  a  file.    There  is  a  far 

safer  and  surer  way  " 

"  Yes  ? "  she  says,  eagerly. 
"  It  is  to  determine,  resolutely  to  determine, 
that  you  will  never,  never  sulk.    Sulking  is 
the  fatal  thing  in  married  life  :  the  wounds  it 
inflicts  never  heal." 

She  seems  a  little  disappointed. 
"  I  meant  something  more  tangible — some- 
thing he  could  wear — something  quiet  and 
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neat,  that  he  would  not  be  ashamed  of,"  she 
goes  on,  with  a  pretty  hesitation.  "  And  yet 
not  quite  so  expensive  as  this  ring — I  could 
not  afford  that — though  Peggy  has  been  so 
good  to  me  " 

"  And  what  you  are  thinking  of  is  a  plain, 
simple,  flat  gold  hoop  for  the  finger,  with  Aei 
or  Mizpah  on  it,  in  blue  enamel ;  very  well ; 
and  when  you  have  that  already  fixed  in  your 
mind  why  don't  you  say  so  at  once  ? " 

"Will  you  come  with  me  to  help  me  to 
choose  it  % " 

"  When  you  have  got  the  size." 

"Oh,  of  course."  Then  a  pause  of  reflec- 
tion. "And  there  will  be  no  secret  and  no 
surprise,  after  all ! — if  I  have  to  ask  him  to 
let  me  measure  his  finger.  In  that  case, 
perhaps — perhaps  it  would  be  just  as  well  if 
Julian  went  with  me  to  the  shop." 

"It  would  be  the  very  best  arrangement 
possible."  And  therewithal  the  Baby,  looking 
immensely  pleased,  stole  away  to  her  own 
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room — no  doubt  to  hold  serious  consultation 
with  the  contents  of  her  money-bag. 

The  letter  we  had  been  promised  from 
Amelie  Dumaresq  did  not  arrive ;  she  herself 
came  in  its  stead,  about  one  o'clock  on  the 
following  day.  And  whatever  may  have  been 
the  true  object  of  this  visit,  outwardly  she 
was  in  quite  a  merry  mood — the  merriment 
being  of  a  rather  hard  and  forced  cast.  More- 
over she  was  as  impetuous  and  obstinate  and 
wilful  as  ever :  nothing  would  do  but  that  we 
should  come  away,  there  and  then,  to  have 
luncheon  with  her  mother  and  herself  at 
Glimmer's  hotel. 

"  You  say  you  never  go  out  to  lunch  :  there- 
fore you  can  have  no  engagement,"  she  went 
on,  in  her  blunt  and  downright  fashion. 
"Then  Lady  Cameron  and  her  sister  having 
gone  to  the  Crystal  Palace — why,  it  is  an 
opportunity:  I  really  must  insist  on  your 
taking  a  little  holiday.  You  have  no  idea 
how  dull  it  is  for  poor  Mimsey  and  me,  with 
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that  wicked  Ernest  hiding  himself  in  Paris, 
and  not  even  sending  us  a  line.  Come,  now  ! 
I  told  Mimsey  I  should  fetch  you  both  :  I 
cannot  go  back  without  you.  It  is  quite  a 
gay  morning — for  London  ;  the  walk  will  do 
you  good." 

Now  in  the  case  of  busy  people,  going  out 
to  lunch  simply  means  the  destruction  of  the 
day ;  nevertheless,  certain  promises  had  been 
made  to  Wolfenberg  ;  so  at  length  we  yielded, 
and  went.  And  as  we  walked  along  to 
Glimmer's  hotel,  this  young  lady  seemed 
determined  to  convince  us  that  she  was  in 
excellent  spirits,  light  of  heart,  and  careless 
in  mind.  It  is  true  that  when  we  reached 
the  hotel,  and  when  she  had  in  a  way  handed 
us  over  to  her  mother,  she  subsided  somewhat ; 
and  a  worn  and  absent  look  came  into  her  face 
that  we  had  not  noticed  there  before.  At 
times  she  would  sink  into  periods  of  sombre 
silence;  and  then  again,  abruptly  recalling 
herself,  would  break  in  upon  the  conversation 
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with  some  petulant  and  laughing  remark.  Of 
course  no  word  was  said  of  Paul  Hitrovo ; 
there  was  even  a  careful,  not  to  say  painful, 
avoidance  of  all  topics  that  might  lead  in  that 
direction.     But  these  were  two  American 
ladies,  not  very  familiar  with  London  and 
London  sights:  so  there  was  plenty  to  talk 
about — apart  from  dangerous  things. 
Of  a  sudden  Amelie  said — 
"Now  do  you  perfectly  understand  that  I 
cannot  allow  you  to  go  back  home  ?    Oh,  no, 
not  at  all !    Your  day  is  lost.    Besides,  I  can 
guess  what  would  happen  to  you.    You  would 
be  inundated  with  Orotanians  all  the  afternoon. 
Instead  of  that  we  must  go  somewhere — we 

four — by  ourselves  "    She  rose  from  the 

table,  and  went  and  got  a  newspaper.  After 
the  briefest  survey,  she  continued :  "  Here  is 
the  very  thing  :  a  concert  at  St.  James's  Hall 

at  three,  and   ,  the  wonderful  violinist. 

That  will  just  do." 

The  next  time  the  waiter  came  into  the 
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room,  she  had  a  memorandum  ready ;  and  a 
commissionaire  was  despatched  to  secure  stalls. 
"What  did  it  matter  ? — the  day  was  lost.  But 
if  we  had  known  what  was  going  to  happen 
at  St.  James's  Hall  that  afternoon,  not  all  the 
violin-playing  in  the  world  would  have  dragged 
us  thither. 

We  were  in  good  time ;  the  house  was  not 
overcrowded  ;  we  found  our  seats  easily.  And 
then  Amelie,  having  thus  as  it  were  provided 
for  the  entertainment  of  her  mother  and  her 
guests,  appeared  to  withdraw  within  herself, 
relapsing  into  a  profound  reverie.  She  listened 
to  the  music,  it  is  true,  in  a  mechanical  kind 
of  way ;  but  she  hardly  seemed  to  hear.  And 
naturally  there  was  no  need  for  conversation 
now — nor,  indeed,  any  tolerance  of  it. 

Then,  in  the  most  startling  way,  her 
attention  was  aroused ;  it  was  as  if  some 
sudden  blow  had  awakened  her ;  she  raised 
her  head  quickly;  there  was  a  bewilderment 
of  pain  in  her  eyes.     Yet  what  was  this  ? 

vol.  111.  0 
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Merely  that  a  lady  had  come  forward  to 
the  front  of  the  platform,  with  a  sheet  of 
music  in  her  hand ;  while  the  bushy-haired 
gentleman  at  the  piano  had  begun  the  prelude 
to  her  song.  But  these  notes'? — surely  we 
had  heard  them  elsewhere,  in  far  other 
circumstances  ?  We  glanced  at  the  pro- 
gramme— which  none  of  us  had  thought  of 
examining  beforehand :  then  we  knew :  it 
was  Tschaikowsky's  '  Nur  wer  die  Sehnsucht 
Jcennt.' 

"  Mother — let  me  get  past ! — I  must  go  out ! 
— I  cannot  remain  here,"  said  this  girl  with 
the  pallid  face  and  the  wild  eyes  :  she  seemed 
to  be  trembling  with  a  kind  of  terror. 

"Amdlie!" — and  there  was  a  hand  put  on 
her  arm.    "  You  must  not !    Sit  still ! " 

For  indeed  this  Eussian  love-song  had 
begun ;  and  she  dared  not  challenge  the 
attention  of  the  audience.  Apparently  she 
was  trying  hard  not  to  listen ;  she  held  on 
through  the  cruel  ordeal,  panting  breathlessly ; 
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she  twisted  her  programme  as  if  it  were  a 
rope  of  steel.  But  the  instant  that  the  long- 
thundering  applause  announced  that  the  song 
was  over,  she  rose  ;  we  made  way  for  her,  and 
went  out  into  the  corridor  ;  and  thither  she 
came — pale,  and  quivering  like  a  leaf ;  and  yet, 
with  a  wonderful  bravery,  striving  to  be  firm. 

"  I  am  not  very  well,"  she  said,  in  choking 
accents.    "  I  must  go  back  to  the  hotel  " 

"  Amelie,  the  carriage  won't  be  here  for  an 
hour  ! "  cried  the  frightened  mother. 

"  But  a  cab — cannot  we  get  a  cab!"  she  said, 
in  a  sort  of  despair — as  if  she  were  wholly 
overcome  and  ready  to  sink  to  the  ground. 

There  was  no  difficulty  about  that;  and 
presently  we  were  in  a  four-wheeled  vehicle, 
returning  to  Glimmer's  hotel.  But  hardly 
had  we  set  out  than  the  girl  seemed  to  give 
way  altogether.  The  unnatural  proud  calm 
of  these  last  few  days,  and  the  forced  gaiety 
of  the  morning,  had  alike  fled  from  her ;  the 
sound  of  the  Russian  song  had  recalled  the 


196  WOLFENBERG. 

magic  nights  on  the  Mediterranean — and 
revealed  her  worse  than  widowed  state ;  and 
now,  careless  of  who  might  see  or  hear,  she 
abandoned  herself  to  a  very  passion  and  pros- 
tration of  grief,  and  covered  her  face  with  her 
hands,  and  rocked  her  body,  and  wept  aloud. 

"  Amelie  ! — my  darling  ! "  the  distracted 
mother  cried — and  she  tried  to  seize  her 
hands. 

But  she  took  no  heed  of  her  or  of  any  one : 
the  tempest  had  broken. 

"Oh,  I  know — I  know,"  she  exclaimed  in- 
coherently and  recklessly  through  her  sobs. 
"Do  you  think  I  do  not  understand — why 
he  remains  away!  It — it  is  a  fine  training 
we — American  girls  get — freedom  and  inde- 
pendence— but — but  it  is  not  valued  on  this 
side.  Here — here  it  is  rudeness — insolence: 
why  should  he  not  go  away  from  it !  He — he 
expected  to  find  the  Parisian  demoiselle — the 
ballroom  de'butante — who  hardly  lifts  her  eyes 
— and  hardly  dares  to  speak — and  is  taken 
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back  to  her  governess  after  the  dance — and 
— and  instead  of  that  he  found  presumption — 
boldness — impudence.  And — and  how  could 
he  regard  it — but  with  contempt — and  scorn 
— and  what  could  he  do  but  go  away  ?  Go 
away — yes — when  you  scorn  any  one — that  is 

the  natural  thing  to  do  " 

"  Amelie,"  said  the  third  of  the  three 
women,  seeing  that  the  mother  was  too  panic- 
stricken  to  be  of  any  use.  "  I  am  sure  you  are 
entirely  mistaken.  No  one  could  be  so  foolish 
as  to  think  that  ordinary  frankness  was 
rudeness." 

The  girl  seemed  to  try  to  pull  herself 
together.  After  a  minute  or  two  of  in- 
articulate sobbing,  she  said — while  her  hands 
fell  wearily  to  her  side — "  I  am  so  sorry  you 
came  away  from  the  concert.  Will  you  not 
go  back  ?  Mother  and  I  can  walk  on  to 
Glimmer's  " 

"  Certainly  not,"  was  the  prompt  answer. 

"  I  have  not  been  very  well,"  she  pleaded. 
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"  We  have  been  seeing  too  many  sights — and 
the  fatigue  " 

"  That  is  it,"  said  Mrs.  Dumaresq,  eagerly. 
"  I  was  sure  she  was  doing  too  much ;  and 
when  she  breaks  down,  when  she  has  one  of 
these  hysterical  attacks,  you  must  not  heed 
a  single  word  she  says — not  a  single  word. 
And  there's  no  one  can  quiet  Amelie,  and 
make  her  mistress  of  herself,  like  Ernest  Wolf- 
enberg  :  I  do  so  wish  he  would  come  back 
from  Paris ! " 

With  this  we  arrived  at  Glimmer's ;  and 
when  the  wan-faced  and  haggard-eyed  creature 
had  been  seen  to  her-  own  room,  we  returned 
to  the  cab  and  drove  home — pondering. 

But  there  were  still  further  and  rapid 
surprises  in  store  for  us.  Next  morning,  at 
the  unusual  hour  of  noon,  a  visitor  was 
announced ;  and  when  one  went  down,  it 
was  to  discover  that  Mrs.  Threepenny-bit 
had  already  received  and  was  now  talking 
with — Ernest  Wolfenberg. 


COMINGS  AND  GOINGS.  199 

"  Here  is  news  indeed  ! "  she  said,  most 
blithely  and  cheerfully.  "  Mr.  Hitrovo  is 
in  London  ! — came  over  with  Mr.  Wolfenberg; 
last  night — or  rather  this  morning ;  they  are 
at  the  same  hotel ;  and  in  the  afternoon  they 
are  going  round  to  call  on  the  Dumaresqs.  I 
am  so  glad  ! — poor  Amelie  could  not  under- 
stand his  silence  at  all ;  and  now  everything 
will  be  explained ;  and  she  will  be  as  happy 
as  the  day  is  long." 

Somehow  Wolfenberg  did  not  seem  to  share 
these  radiant  anticipations ;  his  thoughtful 
face  appeared  a  little  concerned  and  anxious ; 
and  yet  he  laughed  as  he*  said — 

"  How  well  Amelie  understands  him  !  She 
declared  that  he  would  bring  back  those 
diamonds  in  precisely  the  same  condition  as 
when  he  took  them  away ;  and  that  is  just 
how  she  will  find  them  this  afternoon." 

"  Oh,  he  has  brought  them  back  un- 
touched ? "  said  the  small  woman,  quickly. 

"Quite,"  he  answered  her.    And  then  he 
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added,  with  a  certain  carelessness  :  "  I  really 
think  she  might  as  well  have  them  re-set  in 
London.  She  would  have  better  opportunities 
of  overlooking  and  altering  the  designs." 

Presently  Mrs.  Threepenny -bit  rose  and  left 
the  room,  to  carry  these  cheerful  tidings  to 
Peggy;  and  hardly  had  the  door  been  shut 
when  Wolfenberg's  expression  of  face  under- 
went a  sudden  and  even  startling  change. 

"  Hitrovo  had  pawned  those  diamonds ! "  he 
said,  in  a  low  voice. 

"What?  Why  did  you  not  have  him 
arrested,  then  ? " 

"No,  no ;  it  was  nothing  like  that,"  he  said, 
earnestly  and  hurriedly.  "You  don't  under- 
stand. That  is  the  wrong  view.  There  is 
no  criminality  or  vice  about  the  young  man, 
I  am  certain ;  nothing  but  carelessness  and 
selfishness  —  and  these  are  not  uncommon. 
Eemember  his  surroundings ;  the  world  of 
sport  is  his  world;  debts  of  honour  the  first 
debts  to  be  paid.    That's  what  he  went  to 
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Nice  for ;  and  these  diamonds — they  were  the 
property  of  his  future  wife — they  offered  him 
a  ready  way  of  settling  up ;  he  borrowed  a 
certain  sum  on  them  ;  and  then  went  on  to 
Vienna,  to  see  about  redeeming  them.  Why, 
if  he  had  meant  stealing  the  diamonds,  he 
would  have  taken  them  on  to  Vienna  with 
him,  and  got  ever  so  much  more  for  them  ! 
It  was  an  indiscreet  transaction,  no  doubt ; 
still  —  still  —  I  daresay  he  imagined  that 
Amelie  would  not  have  disapproved  ;  probably 
he  took  it  for  granted  that,  if  he  had  asked 
her,  she  would  have  lent  him  the  diamonds. 
It  was  only  a  temporary  expedient ;  and  then 
he  went  on  to  Vienna  to  see  about  the  means 
of  redeeming  them  " 

"  Had  he  redeemed  them  when  you  found 
him  ? "  one  ventured  to  ask. 

Wolfenberg  looked  uneasy. 

"  Well,  no,"  he  said,  after  a  moment's 
hesitation.  And  then  he  added  :  "To  tell 
you  the  truth,  I  had  to  do  that." 
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"How  much?" 

"  £2,200.  But  I  had  some  money  in 
Paris ;  and  I  managed  to  get  the  rest.  Oh, 
that  is  nothing — that  is  nothing.  That  will 
be  all  right  as  soon  as  I  hear  from  New 
York  :  I  have  written." 

"  And  how  much  of  all  this  story  are  you 
going  to  tell  Amelie  ? " 

"  Ah,"  said  he,  with  traces  of  strong  emotion 
in  his  voice,  "there  is  the  terrible  part  of  it  — 
the  dreadful  responsibility.  How  can  I  dare 
to  tell  her  anything,  lest  she  might  take  the 
wrong  view?  If  she  were  to  jump  to  the 
conclusion  that  this  man  had  deliberately 
deceived  her  —  had  made  away  with  her 
diamonds — had  cast  her  off — why,  it  would 
kill  her  :  the  destruction  of  her  hopes — the 
outrage  to  her  pride.  Do  you  not  see  that 
she  cannot  be  allowed  to  run  the  risk  of 
making  such  a  frightful  mistake?  Yes,  for 
it  would  be  a  mistake  altogether  !  He  meant 
none  of  these  things— not  deliberately — not 
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deliberately.  But  he  is  easily  led  away  ;  the 
present  moment  is  everything  to  him  " 

He  rose  and  began  to  pace  up  and  down 
the  room  ;  he  was  much  agitated. 

"  I  suppose,"  he  said,  "  there  is  in  every  one 
of  us  a  sneak  and  coward,  if  you  only  yield. 
One  night  I  was  lying  awake  in  Vienna.  I 
seemed  to  hear  a  voice  ;  and  it  said  '  "Why  try 
to  get  this  money  to  redeem  the  diamonds  ? 
Why  persuade  Hitrovo  to  go  back  with  you 
to  London  ?  Go  yourself  to  London.  Tell 
Amelie  that  this  man  has  befooled  her — 
pawned  her  diamonds — forsaken  her.  Then 
she  will  cast  away  from  her  all  this  entangle- 
ment;  you  will  take  your  old  place  by  her 
side  ;  your  art- companionship  will  be  resumed  ; 
she  and  you  will  be  together,  with  all  your 
projects  to  discuss,  and  the  old  and  affec- 
tionate and  happy  days  will  return  again — 
the  old  and  fast  and  frank  comradechip  that 
this  Russian  came  in  to  destroy.'  It  was  a 
temptation — a  temptation  that  seemed  to  tear 


204  WOLFENBERG. 

one  in  pieces.  But,  you  see — you  see— T 
might  be  a  sneak  and  a  coward  to  any  one 
else :  I  could  not  be  a  sneak  and  a  coward  to 
Amelie." 

Tears  in  his  voice  ? — yes,  and  perhaps  in 
his  eyes,  for  aught  one  knew.  Then  he  said 
— with  that  firmness  that  he  could  assume  at 
times— that  was,  in  fact,  never  far  absent  from 
him,  even  in  his  most  meditative  and  absent 
moods — ■ 

"  Well,  I  must  take  the  risk.  I  must 
accept  the  responsibility.  I  wTill  not  tell 
Amelie— nor  yet  her  mother — of  these  tran- 
sactions in  Nice  and  Vienna :  the  danger  of 
misconstruction,  of  misapprehension,  is  too 
desperate.  They  are  women ;  they  might 
take  an  exaggerated  view  altogether ;  whereas 
a  man  can  make  allowances  for  Hitrovo's 
bringing-up,  and  his  occupations,  and  perhaps 
a  little  tendency  to  self-indulgence  and  the 
ease  of  the  present  moment.  And  now  that 
he  has  shown  himself  amenable,  and  capable 
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of  listening  to  reason  and  remonstrance — I 
mean  as  regards  his  coming  over  here,  and 
doing  what  an  honourable  man  should  do — 
it  is  fair  to  imagine  that  when  everything 
has  been  satisfactorily  settled  about  the 
marriage  and  so  forth,  all  will  eventually  go 
well.  That  will  be  my  justification — as  it 
will  be  my  happiness.  But  indeed  I  do  not 
see  that  I  could  have  acted  otherwise.  I  have 
tried  for  the  best.  And  as  it  was  for  Amelie's 
sake,  you  may  suppose  I  did  not  spare  long 

and  anxious  consideration  " 

Here  the  door  opened ;  and  he  was  struck 
silent. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

THE  "  DOOMED  LOOK." 

On  one  of  these  afternoons  quite  a  number  of 
our  good  Orotanians  had  by  chance  come 
together  in  a  certain  drawing-room  ;  and  their 
talk  was,  as  usual  on  such  occasions,  eagerly 
reminiscent :  a  gay  babbling  that  seemed  to 
recall  widely  diverse  scenes — swift-glancing 
blue-black  seas  and  far  rose-grey  islands — 
mysterious  nights  on  deck,  with  planets  burn- 
ing in  the  south — spacious  harbours,  sweltering 
sunshine,  and  encircling  hills — the  palms  and 
pomegranates,  the  lizard-haunted  ruins,  the 
domes  and  minarets  of  the  East.  In  the  midst 
of  all  this  a  momentary  pause  occurred ;  per- 
haps it  was  a  mere  accident,  or  perhaps  the 
opening  of  the  door  drew  attention ;  at  all 
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events  the  next  instant  we  knew  that  Mrs. 
Dumaresq  and  her  daughter  were  there,  fol- 
lowed into  the  room  by  Paul  Hitrovo,  while 
Mrs.  Threepenny-bit  was  quickly  and  gladly 
advancing  to  bid  them  welcome.  The  young 
lady  was  no  longer  broken  down,  hysterical, 
trembling-limbed.  She  came  forward  with  a 
sort  of  royal  and  confident  air,  as  of  old  : 
and  after  a  rapid  glance  of  scrutiny  directed 
towards  these  people,  she  said — 

"  Why,  this  is  like  getting  home  to  the  ship 
again  !  One  might  almost  expect  to  hear  the 
throbbing  of  the  screw  and  the  plash  of  the 
waves." 

She  was  looking  very  well  indeed ;  and  she 
was  exquisitely  dressed.  Her  mother,  too, 
seemed  pleased  and  content.  Hitrovo  re- 
mained modestly  in  the  background,  until  the 
two  ladies  had  recognised  their  friends  and 
acquaintances ;  and  then  he,  also,  in  his  indo- 
lent, good-natured  way,  singled  out  this  one 
or  that  for  a  nod  or  a  more  respectful  "  How 
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do  you  do  % "  The  entrance  of  those  three  had 
caused  a  certain  undefined  constraint — it  was 
difficult  to  say  why.  But  our  beloved  Sappho 
came  to  our  aid. 

Sappho,  when  she  was  interrupted,  had  been 
about  to  tell  us  of  a  remarkable  scheme  of 
hers  ;  and  now  she  resumed.  It  was  a  project 
that  could  only  have  occurred  to  a  person  of 
powerful  imagination  and  daring  genius.  She 
began  by  telling  us  of  the  marvellous,  the  in- 
credible wealth  of  Eome  at  the  beginning;  of 
the  fifth  century — the  chariots  made  of  solid 
silver,  the  innumerable  statues  faced  with 
plates  of  gold,  and  the  like.  All  this  incal- 
culable plunder  (she  said)  fell  into  the  hands 
of  Alaric  and  his  Goths  when  the  Sacred  City 
was  sacked ;  and  was  borne  awray  by  them 
when  Alaric,  intent  on  the  conquest  of  Sicily, 
carried  his  victorious  arms  to  the  South.  But 
Alaric  did  not  conquer  Sicily.  Scylla  and 
Charybdis  played  tricks  with  the  van  of  the 
expedition ;  and  Alaric  himself  died  prema- 
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turely  at  the  little  town  of  Consentia,  or 
Cosenza,  under  the  Calabrian  hills.  What 
happened  then?  His  barbarian  followers  re- 
solved he  should  have  a  tomb  that  the  stranger 
should  never  rifle ;  they  turned  aside  the 
course  of  the  stream  that  runs  by  Cosenza ; 
in  the  empty  channel  they  dug  a  mighty 
sepulchre  for  him,  which  was  made  sumptuous 
by  the  splendour  and  riches  that  Rome  had 
yielded ;  then  they  turned  the  waters  back 
into  their  ordinary  bed ;  and  the  grave  of 
Alaric,  packed  with  the  spoils  of  Home,  has 
remained  hidden  until  this  day. 

And  now  we  began  to  perceive  what  the 
divine  one  meant.  There  was  fire,  inspiration, 
enthusiasm  in  her  eye  :  only  a  great  mind 
could  have  conceived  such  a  heroic  under- 
taking. For  what  those  savage  hordes  from 
Scythia  could  accomplish  by  means  of  their 
rude  implements  was  surely  easily  possible  to 
the  skill  of  the  modern  engineer  ;  and  what 
more  simple  than  to  divert  the  current  of  this 

vol.  nr.  p 
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small  river,  to  explore  its  bed  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  Cosenza,  to  discover  the  secret 
sepulchre,  and  bring  its  invaluable  treasures 
to  the  light  ?  No  mere  lust  of  gold,  but  the 
generous  ardour  of  antiquarian  research,  would 
govern  and  stimulate  the  new  Argonauts.  We 
should  behold  the  gems  and  jewels  with  which 
the  Mistress  of  the  World  adorned  herself,  at 
the  time  when  her  unbounded  luxury  and 
magnificence  and  display  brought  down  upon 
her  the  swarming  multitudes  from  the  Elbe 
and  the  Danube.  And  the  means  ? — as  clear 
as  daylight !  A  promise  of  50  per  cent,  of  the 
treasure-trove — a  concession  from  the  Italian 
Government — something  to  secure  the  good- 
will of  the  Corporation  of  Cosenza — and  there 
remained  but  to  decide  which  Museums  should 
chiefly  benefit,  and  which  publisher  should 
have  the  issuing  of  the  two  large  octavo 
volumes. 

Now  all  this  was  very  well;  and  we  were 
so  led  away  by  Sappho's  zeal  and  eloquence 
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that  some  of  us  may  have  been  seriously- 
thinking  about  taking  shares  in  the  Neo- 
Argonautic  Company  (Limited)  when  unfor- 
tunately an  interruption  occurred.  There 
arrived  another  visitor  ;  and  it  was  the  Major. 
The  moment  that  Sappho  caught  sight  of  her 
enemy,  she  ceased  her  harangue ;  she  rose  to 
her  feet ;  caught  her  muff  to  her ;  briefly  said 
good-bye  to  one  or  two  near  her ;  and  then 
crossed  the  room  to  bid  farewell  to  her  hostess, 
who  had  gone  to  receive  the  newcomer.  The 
Major  was  as  debonair  as  ever.  He  advanced 
smiling,  bland,  rubicund  ;  he  shook  hands 
with  Mrs.  Threepenny-bit ;  and  when  Sappho 
cut  him  dead — passing  him  by  with  an  angry 
majesty,  not  to  say  with  a  half  audible  snort 
of  rage  and  contempt — he  only  stared  at  her, 
and  observed : 

"Dotty  old  thing!" 

What  the  phrase  meant  was  a  puzzle  to 
most  of  us  ;  but  it  was  an  inadvertent  remark  : 
it  was  quite  certain  he  did  not  mean  Sappho 
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to  overhear;  and  probably  she  did  not  over- 
hear. 

Wolfenberg  was  not  present  on  this  occa- 
sion ;  but  he  came  to  dinner  in  the  evening ; 
and  listened  with  a  grave  attention  to  what 
Mrs.  Threepenny-bit  had  to  tell  him  of  her 
visitors  of  the  afternoon. 

"Oh,  yes,  indeed,"  she  went  on  (knowing 
what  would  please  him  best  of  all),  "I  have 
never  seen  Amelie  look  better,  or  appear  to 
be  in  livelier  spirits.    It  was  quite  like  old 
times — when  she  used  to  be  the  life  and  soul 
of  our  corner  of  the  saloon  :  do  you  remember 
that  dear,  snug,  cosy  table— with  the  brilliant 
lights  —  and   Amelie's    eyes    flashing  with 
laughter  and  merriment  ?    You  should  have 
seen  how  proud  and  glad  her  mother  was 
to-day  :  for  once  that  worn  and  anxious  look 
seemed   to  have   left   her   face.    Even  the 
Russian,"  continued  this  small  woman,  in  her 
determination  to  paint  a  roseate  picture,  "  be- 
stirred himself  a  little,  and  was  actually  com- 
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plaisant.  You  know  what  I  have  always 
thought  of  him,  and  of  his  indolent  air — as  if 
he  expected  you  to  go  up  to  him  and  enter- 
tain him.  But  this  time  he  really  conde- 
scended to  be  amiable ;  I  heard  him  talking 
to  the  Major  about  the  Nice  steeplechases ; 
and  he  gave  us  a  most  interesting  description 
of  the  etiquette  of  a  Court  Ball  at  Vienna — 
the  Archduchess  Maria  Theresa  and  the 
Emperor — the  diplomatic  corps — the  presen- 
tations— all  very  grand.  Oh,  yes,  it  was  quite 
cheerful  to  see  Amelie  looking  so  well,  and 
among  such  happy  surroundings." 

He  did  not  answer  at  the  moment.  But 
later  on  in  the  evening,  when  the  women-folk 
had  gone  upstairs  to  the  drawing-room,  he 
said,  in  a  somewhat  sombre  fashion  

"  I  wish  I  could  trust  all  that  about  Amelie. 
But  I  am  not  sure.  She  has  been  so  altered 
of  late— and  so  strange.  I  am  beginning  to 
think  that  she  suspects  there  was  something 
wrong  about  those  diamonds." 
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He  was  staring  into  the  fire — his  eyes  full 
of  a  deep  concern. 

"  You  never  can  tell,"  he  said,  presently. 
"  There  is  nothing  she  is  not  capable  of,  if 
she  is  spurred  on  to  it  by  her  pride.  Her 
high  spirits  of  this  afternoon :  all  that  may 
have  been  bravado,  display ;  she  may  have 
been  watching  each  one  of  you,  to  discover 
what  you  knew,  or  surmised.  I  may  be  mis- 
taken, of  course.  I  hope  I  am.  The  whole 
situation  is  so  critical  that  one  becomes  appre- 
hensive— perhaps  unduly  alarmed  " 

And  then  again  he  continued,  after  some 
seconds  of  silence  : 

"  I  did  not  tell  you  of  a  most  unfortunate 
accident  that  happened,  when  Hitrovo  and  I 
went  round  to  Glimmer's  on  the  day  of  his 
arrival.  I  took  the  diamonds  with  me. 
Naturally :  they  had  been  in  my  possession 
all  the  way  from  Nice ;  it  never  occurred  to 
me  to  hand  them  over  to  him.  Nor  would 
it  have  mattered,  either,  but  for  this  unlucky 
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accident :  as  he  and  I  were  going  upstairs  to 
the  sitting-room,  Amelie  chanced  to  be  coming 
down;  and  we  met  on  the  landing.  I  shall 
never  forget  the  curious,  startled  look  that 
came  into  her  eyes  when  she  noticed  that  I 
was  carrying  the  casket.  You  see,  it  ought 
to  have  been  in  Hitrovo's  charge  ;  I  had  for- 
gotten that.  But  she  said  nothing ;  and  in 
an  instant  her  face  was  inscrutable ;  she  has 
a  wonderful  gift  that  way,  when  there  is  need. 
And  yet,  if  she  suspects  that  there  may  have 
been  something  wrong — something  she  dare 
not  ask  about — something,  too,  that  she  may 
connect  with  the  absence  of  any  message  from 
Hitrovo  when  she  arrived  in  London — con- 
sider what  a  terrible  position  for  a  girl  to  be 
in.  If  she  has  even  the  remotest  doubt  about 
the  character  of  the  man  she  has  pledged  her 
life  to,  think  what  that  must  be  to  her  in  an 
enforced  silence ;  she  durst  not  confide  in 
any  one  ;  her  pride  would  not  allow  her  to 
ask  " 
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Then  he  seemed  to  try  to  shake  off  these 
gloomy  forebodings. 

"  No,  no,"  he  said,  "  I  exaggerate.  Mere 
morbid  alarm.  Everything  must  come  out 
all  right — because — because — well,  if  she  did 
suspect  that  there  was  something  wrong  about 
the  diamonds,  and  if  she  guessed  that  I 
brought  them  back  from  Nice,  she  would 
naturally  come  to  me ;  and  I  should  tell  her 
the  whole  story ;  and  show  her  there  was 
nothing  in  it — nothing,  that  is,  beyond  a 
certain  carelessness  and  indiscretion.  That  is 
the  worst  that  could  happen ;  and  what  is 
that  but  a  trifle  ?  Only — only,  I  wish  Colonel 
Dumaresq  were  here." 

"  Colonel  Dumaresq  ? " 

"Amelie's  uncle,"  he  said,  with  some  re- 
turning confidence.  "  Mrs.  Dumaresq  tele- 
graphed to  him  to  come  over  when  she 
thought  I  was  in  Paris  ;  and  they  appear  to 
be  expecting  him  almost  hourly.  Yes,  that 
will  be  a  great  relief.    That  will  be  infinitely 
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better.  For,  of  course,  I  cannot  advise  about 
monetary  matters;  and  Hitrovo  is  inclined 
to  be  a  little  urgent  —  wanting  a  definite 
understanding  at  once.  That  is  clearly  a 
family  affair ;  an  outsider  like  myself  could 
hardly  accept  the  responsibility  of  advising 
Mrs.  Dumaresq  ;  my  share  has  been  limited 
to  bringing  Hitrovo  along  from  Vienna  " 

"  And  in  saving  him  from  having  a  very 
ugly  charge  preferred  against  him  " 

"  Oh,  no ;  no,  no,"  he  interposed,  with 
some  anxiety.  "  As  I  say,  that  was  a  mere 
piece  of  thoughtlessness.  The  careless  fellow 
that  he  is !  But  on  the  other  hand,  if  he 
shows  himself  sensible  of  the  value  of  the 
prize  he  has  won — if  he  does  his  best  to  make 
Amelie's  life  happy — we  may  well  overlook 
small  points." 

On  this  same  evening  a  very  pretty  cere- 
mony took  place.  When  Wolfenberg  went 
upstairs  to  the  drawing-room  he  carried  with 
him  a  parcel  he  had  left  in  the  hall ;  and, 
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sitting  down  by  a  small  table  on  which  was 
a  lamp,  he  proceeded  to  undo  the  wrapper. 

"  This  is  my  sketch  of  you,  Miss  Emily ; 
and  I  want  you  to  tell  me  how  you  like  the 
frame,"  he  said. 

But  it  was  in  the  finished  drawing,  not  in 
the  frame,  that  we  all  of  us  were  interested ; 
and  when  the  full  light  of  the  lamp  fell  on 
this  portrait  of  the  Baby,  it  seemed  to  us  that 
Julian  Verrinder  was  a  very  fortunate  young 
man  indeed.  A  portrait,  yes ;  but  something 
other  and  stranger ;  it  was  as  if,  in  some  in- 
explicable fashion,  one  had  encountered  this 
beautiful  young  creature  in  the  dim  and  vague 
regions  of  the  dawn,  with  some  mysterious 
message  in  the  large  soft  eyes,  with  the  solitude 
of  the  cliffs  around  her,  and  a  murmur  of 
lonely  seas.  It  was  a  phantom,  a  vision,  full 
of  elusive  suggestion ;  and  yet  an  admirable 
likeness  as  well ;  it  was  as  though  our  actual, 
substantial,  flesh-and-blood  young  damsel  had 
come  breathless  and  wondering  out  of  the 
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realms  of  sleep — dreams  still  hanging  about 
her— the  world  still  unfamiliar.  And  then, 
amid  the  universal  praise,  Wolfenberg  said — 

"  But  I  have  altered  the  destination  of  this 
bit  of  a  sketch.  Mr.  Julian  expects  to  have 
it — indeed,  he  commissioned  it;  but  I  have 
altered  all  that ;  I  have  brought  it  along  for  you, 
Miss  Emily,  if  you  will  be  so  kind  as  to  accept 
it ;  it  is  my  little  wedding  present  for  you." 

The  Baby's  big  eyes  were  filled  with  dismay. 

"Oh,  Mr.  Wolfenberg,  I  cannot — it  is  too 
valuable  " 

"  If  you  think  it  has  any  value  at  all,"  said 
he,  cheerfully,  "so  much  the  better.  For 
then  you  must  take  it  and  let  it  become  part 
of  your  dowry." 

She  hesitated,  in  great  embarrassment. 

"  Em,  can't  you  say  '  Thank  you '  ?  "  Lady 
Cameron  put  in,  with  some  touch  of  reproach. 

Thereupon  the  tall  young  maiden,  grateful, 
timid,  and  shy  beyond  measure,  rose  and 
crossed  the  room.    She  held  out  her  hand. 
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'  Thank  you,  Mr.  Wolfenberg  ! '  she  said.  And 
therewith,  still  retaining  his  hand  for  a  second, 
she  stooped  down  and  touched  his  cheek  with 
her  lips.  It  was  all  done  so  naturally,  spon- 
taneously, and  gracefully,  that  there  was  no 
room  for  laughter  or  derisive  comment.  Not 
in  the  least.  The  Baby  had  proved  herself  the 
mistress  of  the  situation.  "We  felt  that  she 
had  done  the  right  thing,  at  the  right  moment, 
and  in  the  right  way.  Perhaps  Wolfenberg 
was  a  little  bit  abashed.  But  the  Baby 
modestly  and  quietly  returned  to  her  seat ; 
and  we  were  proud  of  her ;  in  a  trying  position 
she  had  acquitted  herself  successfully — and 
that  without  art  or  guile. 

However,  if  this  somewhat  lonely  man 
seemed  to  take  a  curious  and  sympathetic 
interest  in  the  fortunes  of  young  Julian  Ver- 
rinder  and  his  sweetheart  (before  whom  the 
world  lay  smiling  all  so  pleasantly)  he  was  at 
this  time  abruptly  summoned  back  from  that 
kindly  contemplation  to  face  the  sterner  aspects 
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of  life.  Colonel  Dumaresq  came  over  from 
Florida.  He  was  a  tall,  meagre,  large-boned 
man,  with  a  retreating  forehead,  a  heavy  jaw, 
and  cold,  clear,  scrutinising  eyes.  Moreover, 
as  we  speedily  learned,  he  had  a  short  and 
summary  way  of  dealing  with  things  ;  and  his 
opinions  were  definite.  It  was  after  the 
briefest  inquiry,  and  after  an  equally  brief 
interview  with  Paul  Hitrovo,  that  he  formulated 
his  conclusions  ;  and  although  we  had  nothing 
to  do  with  these — having  no  wish  to  inter- 
meddle in  a  family  imbroglio — he  announced 
them  to  us  all  the  same.  The  first  was  to  the 
effect  that  his  sister-in-law  was  a  fool :  in  fact, 
when  there  were  no  women  present,  he  qualified 
the  noun  with  an  adjective.  Hitrovo  he 
declared  to  be  an  idle,  impudent,  worthless 
fortune-hunter.  And  he  maintained  that  the 
only  way  to  cure  Amelie  Dumaresq  of  her  mad 
infatuation  was  to  expose  ruthlessly  before  her 
eyes  the  true  character  of  the  man  she  had 
chosen  for  her  husband.    There  was  no  kind 
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of  doubt  or  hesitation  in  the  mind  of  this  tall 
ex-soldier.  He  was  for  prompt  measures.  He 
said  he  had  come  over  just  in  time. 

Wolfenberg  listened  to  all  this  with  an 
ever-increasing  alarm.  He  begged  and  im- 
plored that  nothing  rash  should  be  done ; 
urged  palliations  and  excuses  for  Hitrovo — 
described  his  position — his  upbringing — the 
necessity  of  an  establishment ;  and  insisted  on 
the  improbability  of  Amelie  having  been  so 
entirely  deceived. 

"  He  may  be  selfish — and  idle — and  incon- 
siderate— yes ;  but  men  are  not  perfect,"  he 
went  on.  "  And  Amelie  has  toleration.  She 
is  not  a  romantic  schoolgirl.  She  may  perceive 
certain  defects — without  believing  him  to  be 
nothing  but  a  mere  mercenary  adventurer. 
And  how  can  you  tell  ?  How  can  you  judge 
of  his  character  ?  " 

"  How  can  I  tell  ? "  the  other  repeated. 
"  Well,  I  go  by  what  a  man  says  to  me  about 
himself — when  there's  no   better  authority. 
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And  if  a  young  fellow — who  is  none  so  young 
either — if  he  coolly  informs  you  of  the  price 
he  puts  on  himself — as  consideration  for  marry- 
ing a  girl— you  can  size  him  up  pretty  straight. 
It  is  frankness  on  his  part,  that  is ;  it  is  a  kind 
of  frankness  that  seems  to  suggest  some  one's 
being  kicked  out  of  the  house.  That  is  how 
it  presents  itself  to  my  mind." 

"Colonel  Dumaresq,  for  Amelie's  sake,  be 
careful  what  you  do  ! "  Wolfenberg  pleaded 
again,  earnestly.  "It  is  the  great  crisis  of 
her  life.  You  may  do  irreparable  harm.  If 
you  quarrel  with  this  young  man,  he  may  go 
away  and  leave  her  altogether  " 

"  Which  I  think  is  about  the  best  thing  he 
could  do,"  observed  the  soldier,  calmly. 

"  What !  "  Wolfenberg  exclaimed.  "  Have 
you  considered  what  that  would  mean  to  a 
proud  and  sensitive  girl  like  Amelie  ?  " 

"  Mr.  Wolfenberg,"  said  Colonel  Dumaresq, 
with  an  odd  sort  of  smile,  "  you  seem  very 
anxious  to  see  Amelie  married." 
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Wolfenberg  looked  startled — and  there  was 
some  flush,  of  colour  in  his  pale  and  thoughtful 
face. 

"  And  yet  she  used  to  write  to  me  a  great 
deal  about  you — and  her  chivalrous  scheme  of 
a  life-companionship — working  together — and 
scorning  matrimonial  ties.  I  hope  it  is  not 
because  you  have  abandoned  these  fine  schemes 
that  she  has  been  left  to  take  up  with  this 
worthless  scamp  " 

"  Oh,  no ;  oh,  I  think  not,"  Wolfenberg 
said,  hurriedly.  And  then  he  added  :  "  Amdlie 
knows  that  I  myself,  and  my  ways  of  life,  and 
anything  and  everything  I  can  command — all 
are  at  her  service,  always." 

"Yes,  I  honestly  believe  that,"  was  the 
response — uttered  in  no  unkindly  fashion. 
"And  I  am  afraid  you  have  been  only  too 
good  to  her.  A  little  firmer  treatment  may 
be  needed  to  bring  her  to  her  senses." 

"  Take  care — take  care,"  was  Wolfenberg's 
final  word  of  warning  on  this  occasion.    "  It 
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is  a  beautiful  rich  life  you  have  to  deal  with — 
a  life  with  splendid  possibilities — and  surely 
happiness  in  marriage  should  be  one  of  these  ; 
but  a  single  false  step  might  be  fatal.  If  you 
were  to  bring  calamity  instead  of  succour,  if 
you  were  to  give  sorrow  instead  of  joy,  could 
you  ever  forgive  yourself  ? " 

This  was  the  last  we  saw  of  Colonel 
Dumaresq  for  a  day  or  two  ;  but  through 
Wolfenberg  we  heard  what  was  going  on. 
Negotiations  for  a  marriage  settlement  were 
supposed  to  be  proceeding;  but  they  were 
strange  negotiations  with  Hitrovo,  on  the  one 
side,  remaining  obdurate  and  coldly  indifferent, 
and  with  Colonel  Dumaresq,  on  the  other  side, 
mainly  concerned ,  in  procuring  evidence  to 
convince  Ame'lie  of  the  utterly  selfish  and 
venal  nature  of  the  man  to  whom  she  had 
linked  herself. 

"  And  he  is  succeeding,"  Wolfenberg  said 
to  us  one  night.  "  Do  you  remember  the  look 
on  her  face  when  she  arrived  at  Tilbury  and 
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found  that  Hitrovo  had  failed  to  keep  his 
appointment  ?  It  was  a  doomed  look,  as  1 
thought ;  and  she  has  worn  it,  more  or  less, 
ever  since — though  she  imagines  her  mask  is 
impenetrable.  I  am  certain  that  she  suspects 
there  was  something  wrong  about  the  diamonds ; 
perhaps  she  may  even  guess  that  I  had  some 
difficulty  in  persuading  Hitrovo  to  come  to 
London.  And  yet  none  the  less  her  courage 
remains  wonderful.  Every  day  the  perfectly 
callous  and  despicable  character  of  this  man 
is  becoming  clearer  and  clearer — yes,  I  will 
confess  it — it  is  no  use  blinding  one's-self  to 
facts — I  defend  him  no  more — I  make  no  more 
excuses — I  have  given  up  all  desire  to  smooth 
things  over;  and  yet  even  now  she  laughs, 
and  talks  of  a  conspiracy  on  the  part  of  her 
relatives  to  drive  away  her  lover  because  he 
has  the  misfortune  to  be  poor.  But  she  sees 
what  he  is — and  there  is  despair  at  her  heart." 

He  sate  for  a  minute  or  two  in  profound 
reverie  :  then  he  said — 
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"  And  to  think  that  this  should  have  come 
to  Amelie — of  all  the  people  in  the  world. 
Do  you  remember  her  as  you  first  saw  her  ?  " 

Indeed  we  did :  we  could  recall  the  gay  and 
imperious  creature,  splendidly  gifted,  brimful 
of  laughter,  vitality,  happiness — the  kind  of 
creature  to  bid  the  Fates  stand  aside  from  her 
path  of  enjoyment  and  triumph.  And  had 
we  not  noticed,  also,  the  successive  steps, 
subtle  and  stealthy,  by  which  she  had  been 
overtaken  ?—  until  this  was  the  end  :  a  woman 
haggard-eyed,  with  a  '  a  doomed  look '  on  her 
face — her  lover  false — her  friends  not  daring 
to  offer  sympathy,  because  of  her  fierce  pride. 

And  yet  we  were  not  prepared  for  the  news 
that  reached  us  a  couple  of  days  thereafter. 
Our  women- folk,  happening  to  be  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  Glimmer's  hotel,  called  on 
the  Dumaresqs;  and  were  shown  upstairs. 
But  it  was  Wolfenberg  who  came  down  to  the 
sitting-room  ;  and  he  seemed  agitated. 

"There  has  been  an  accident,"   he  said, 
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quickly,  " — to  Amelie ;  and  Mrs.  Dumaresq 
wishes  me  to  explain.  Oh,  nothing  very- 
serious — we  hope  not — the  doctors  say  it 
rarely  happens  that  any  ill  effects  remain,  if 
remedies  have  been  applied  promptly — and  in 
Amelie's  case  they  were — immediately  after 
the  accident  " 

He  paused  for  a  second,  to  collect  himself. 

"  You  see,  Hitrovo  left  England  for  good 
the  day  before  yesterday ;  and  no  doubt 
Amelie  was  a  little  upset ;  and — and  she  may 
have  thought  a  little  opium  would  procure 
sleep  for  her ;  then  it  is  so  easy  to  take  an 
over-dose — so  simple  and  ordinary  a  mistake. 
But  she  is  all  right  now — though  it  was  serious 
at  first — they  sent  for  me  at  three  o'clock  this 
morning,  at  the  same  time  that  they  sent  for 
the  doctor ;  and  for  several  hours  one  hardly 
knew  what  to  fear.  But  now — oh,  yes,  she  is 
steadily  improving — and  there  won't  be  any 
after-effects,  the  doctors  think — except  that 
she  will  be  a  little  more  careful  in  the  future 
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to  guard  against  such  an  accident.  Mrs. 
Dumaresq  asks  if  you  would  care  to  go  up — 
and  say  a  word  to  Amelie — and  cheer  her  " 

But  the  two  callers  naturally  and  properly 
excused  themselves ;  left  many  messages  ;  and 
came  away.  For  a  space — as  one  afterwards 
heard — they  walked  in  silence.  Then  said 
Mrs.  Threepenny-bit  to  her  companion : 

"  Poor  Amelie !  You  can  guess  what  has 
happened,  Peggy — and  the  tragic  pity  of  it. 
For  with  all  her  gifts  and  graces,  and  her 
audacity,  and  nerve,  and  courage,  it  has  always 
seemed  to  me  that  she  was  at  bottom  little 
else  than  an  impetuous  and  ungovernable 
spoilt  child ;  and  now,  I  suppose,  the  moment 
she  found  that  life  was  not  altogether  what 
she  hoped  and  wished,  she  spurned  it,  and 
would  have  thrown  it  away.  And  Wolfenberg : 
he  must  understand :  think  what  his  position 
must  be !  I  am  glad  the  room  was  in  twilight 
—I  should  not  have  cared  to  meet  his  eyes." 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

THE  YOUNG  BRIDE. 

Midnight  :  the  house  asleep  and  still :  only- 
one  room  downstairs  remaining  occupied. 
There  comes  a  knocking  at  the  outer  door — 
no  ringing  of  the  bell,  nor  yet  any  loud  alarum, 
but  a  gentle  tapping  with  the  back  of  the 
hand.  And  when  one  goes  along  to  discover 
what  this  can  mean,  it  is  Wolfenberg  who  is 
found  to  be  without. 

"  I  saw  the  light ;  and  guessed  you  were  not 
in  bed.    May  I  come  in  for  a  few  minutes  ? " 

There  was  something  strange  about  his 
manner;  his  face  was  drawn  and  pale;  his 
eyes  had  a  sort  of  blind  look  in  them.  And 
when  he  entered  the  room,  and  sate  down,  he 
seemed  to  be  hardly  aware  of  his  surroundings. 
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"  I  hope  you  won't  mind,"  he  said,  in  a  low 
voice — a  voice  that  was  also  curiously  im- 
passive. "I  have  been  walking  about  the 
streets — until  I  saw  your  windows — and  then 
I  thought  I  should  like  to  speak  to  you." 

"  Yes  :  and  how  is  Amelie  ? " 

"  Amelie  ? "  he  repeated,  as  if  thinking  of 
some  one  remote.  "  Amelie— is  well.  She  is 
dead." 

He  spoke  coldly  and  collectedly.  One  could 
only  stare  at  this  man  who  appeared  to  be 
labouring  under  some  kind  of  paralysis — as 
though  he  had  been  deprived  of  perception 
and  feeling  by  some  overwhelming  blow. 

"Two  hours  ago,"  he  said.  "Two  hours 
ago  she  went  away :  leaving  the  world — what 
it  has  become.  What  it  has  become — what  it 
holds  now — with  her  gone  out  of  it :  I  cannot 

face   that  yet.     For  two  hours  "  He 

shivered  slightly  as  he  spoke;  though  the 
night  was  not  cold — "For  these  two  hours 
I  have  been  trying  to  understand ;  but  the 
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difference  will  come  to  us  gradually,  day  by 
day,  I  suppose.  At  first— at  first  there  is 
only  darkness  and  bewilderment.  For  a  while 
I  stayed  with  her  mother — but  since  then — I 
have  been  going  through  the  streets — until 
I  saw  the  light  in  your  windows — I  thought 
you  would  not  mind  if  I  came  in  for  a  few 
moments." 

He  spoke  quite  humbly.  He  seemed  some- 
how dazed.  One  could  only  ask  him  questions 
to  keep  him  talking :  that  promised  most, 
relief. 

"A  little  more  than  two  hours  ago,"  he 
said — and  then  he  paused  as  if  seeking  to 
recall  the  scene — "she  was  laughing  and 
chatting — or  trying  to  laugh  and  chat.  That 
was  her  wonderful  courage — to  the  very  end. 
She  was  determined  to  hide  from  her  mother 
and  her  uncle  what  she  had  suffered  over 
Hitrovo's  going;  she  would  have  them  be- 
lieve that  the  over-dose  of  opium  had 
been  a  pure  accident;  so  she  went  on  talk- 
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ing  in  this  way — pretending  she  was  anxious 
to  take  up  her  painting  again — speaking, 
as  well  as  she  could  speak,  of  going  back 
to  the  Atelier  Didron.  Her  fortitude,  her 
pluck,  was  wonderful — when  you  knew  how 
she  was  situated — what  she  had  endured 
— what  she  was  enduring.  There  never  was 
a  girl  as  brave  as  that  girl — with  a  dagger  in 
her  heart  all  the  time.  Do  you  know  this," 
said  he,  looking  up  with  the  strangest  pitiful- 
ness  in  his  eyes,  "  that  she  asked  for  Eubin- 
stein's  song,  '  Gelb  rollt  mir  zu  Filssen ' — I 
knew  why — it  was  to  show  she  could  mention 
Hitrovo's  name  without  a  trace  of  emotion. 
And  I  began  to  think  that  such  courage,  such 
inflexible  courage,  might  even  yet  carry  her 
through  the  years  of  her  life,  and  sustain  her, 
and  patch  up  some  kind  of  a  future  for  her. 
But  the  Fates  are  merciless — merciless." 

He  hung  his  head  again. 

"  Two  hours  ago,"  he  went  on,  in  slow  and 
sombre  tones,  as  if  he  were  thinking  aloud, 
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"and  there  was  still  that  possibility.  Am&ie 
was  alive  and  with  us — there  was  a  future — 
perhaps  some  little  making  up  for  what  she 
had  suffered  in  the  past.  And  then — she 
was  lying  propped  up  and  warm  in  bed — and 
we  had  no  thought  of  any  danger — it  was 
about  the  Atelier  Didron  she  was  talking  from 
time  to  time — and  then — then,  of  a  sudden, 
there  was  a  look  of  fright  in  her  eyes — she 
gasped  out  '  Ernest !  Ernest ! '  — she  put  her 
hand  quickly  to  her  heart — and  sank  back  on 
the  pillow :  it  was  all  over  even  before  her 
mother  could  catch  her  in  her  arms.  I  hardly 
know  what  happened  after.  But  by  and  by 
I  got  away.  The  mother  was  frantic — I  could 
do  nothing.  I  left  the  uncle  with  her.  I  have 
been  wandering  through  the  empty  streets — 
anywhere.  I  do  not  understand  it  yet — 
Am^lie — away  from  us.  It  is  to-morrow 
— to-morrow — that  I  fear.  But  Am^lie  has 
nothing  more  to  fear  now.  She  never  did 
fear  anything." 
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There  was  in  this  stunned  and  almost 
apathetic  impassivity  something  more  terrible 
than  any  outcry  of  sharp  anguish.  Then  he 
rose  to  go — with  further  and  humble  apologies 
for  intrusion,  as  if  these  were  needed.  But 
he  was  easily  persuaded  to  remain  :  he  appeared 
to  have  no  volition — to  have  become  a  mere 
wreck  of  himself,  drifting  he  knew  not,  and 
cared  not,  whither.  Presently  he  took  an 
envelope  from  his  pocket. 

"I  do  not  know  what  your  English  law 
demands,"  he  said,  in  a  hopeless  kind  of  way. 
"This  was  her  last  message  to  me — not  to- 
night— she  must  have  written  it  last  night 
before — before  what  her  mother  still  thinks 
was  an  accident.  I  found  it  waiting  on  the 
hall-table  when  they  sent  for  me  at  three 
o'clock  this  morning,  though  I  did  not  open 
it  for  hours  after :  we  were  too  much  alarmed 
about  Amelie's  condition.  Perhaps  you  ought 
to  read  it.  There  are  no  secrets  in  it — other 
than  what  you  know  or  must  have  guessed." 


236  WOLFENBERG. 

In  a  mechanical  sort  of  fashion  he  handed 
over  the  sheets  of  paper  ;  and  then  returned 
to  his  seat,  allowing  his  head  to  sink  between 
his  shoulders,  his  eyes  staring  blankly  before 
him,  apparently  without  observation.  He 
seemed  hardly  to  know  where  he  was,  indeed. 
The  appalling  suddenness  of  the  blow  had 
entirely  crushed  and  prostrated  him  ;  he  had 
had  no  time  as  yet  to  collect  his  faculties  ;  so 
far  as  he  could  think,  he  was  thinking  back — 
the  visions  of  many  years  before  his  gaze, 
ending  with  that  tragic  scene  he  had  but  so 
lately  quitted.  And  further  than  that,  on- 
ward, he  appeared  unable  to  go :  he  had 
turned  shudderingly  from  a  contemplation  of 
the  coming  day,  and  all  it  might  mean. 

This  was  a  long  letter,  written  hastily,  but 
not  (judging  by  the  ink)  consecutively.  Per- 
haps she  had  been  interrupted :  perhaps  new 
ideas  had  occurred  to  her  that  she  was  forced 
to  add.    Thus  it  ran  : 

"My  best,  and  dearest,  and  truest  of  friends, 
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I  am  now  bidding  you  farewell :  this  is  my 
last  message  to  you.  Whether  it  is  a  farewell 
for  ever,  or  only  '  until  the  dawn  comes,'  who 
can  say  ?  You  never  seemed  to  care  to  speak 
of  such  matters  :  I  suppose  you  considered 
them  too  high  and  terrible  to  be  talked  about; 
I  could  see  that  you  let  the  conventionalities 
of  ordinary  speech  go  by  unquestioned.  And 
perhaps  that  was  the  wiser  way ;  if  people 
could  realise  the  mysteries  surrounding  life, 
life  itself  would  become  impossible ;  an  un- 
imaginative world  has  got  to  work.  But  now 
that  I  am  face  to  face  with  these  problems, 
I  have  no  fear  :  instead  of  looking  forward, 
and  questioning,  I  am  looking  back — to  you, 
Ernest.  And  if  you  were  here  now,  I  would 
go  down  on  my  knees  before  you,  and  stretch 
up  my  hands  to  you,  and  beg  for  your 
forgiveness.  Oh,  I  know  what  you  would 
say — out  of  your  boundless  generosity  and 
self-forgetfulness ;  but  I  know  also  what  I 
have  done — I  see  it  more  and  more  clearly, 
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now  that  I  am  leaving  you.  I  can  see  how 
miserably  I  have  failed — what  a  traitor  I 
have  been — how  easily  I  was  led  away.  A 
traitor — yes! — for  the  pledges  were  given, 
though  they  were  not  always  declared.  There 
was  to  be  consolation  and  companionship ; 
you  were  to  be  my  more  than  brother — my 
twin  soul ;  and  long  years  were  to  prove 
that  our  alliance,  in  affection,  in  pursuits,  in 
living  our  lives  together,  had  only  grown 
more  simply  natural  and  more  assured.  And 
then — —  But  I  cannot  write  down  my  own 
shame.  It  has  brought  its  own  punishment 
with  it — a  punishment  far  more  bitter  than 
any  one  has  been  allowed  to  know.  Can  you 
believe  it,  Ernest,  that  in  talking  to  my  uncle 
he  dared  to  use  the  word  compromised — about 
me — /  was  compromised — and  therefore  they 
were  bound  to  accede  to  his  demands.  Oh, 
the  shame  of  it ! — the  shame  of  it !  Well,  it 
is  of  little  consequence  now ;  pride  must  go 
now ;  and  vanity  ;  and  all  the  old  desire  of 
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figuring  in  exhibitions  ;  and  every  other  desire 
save  that  of  making  some  reparation  to  you  : 
that  must  remain  with  me  to  the  end,  however 
hopeless  it  may  be.    Too  late — too  late. 

"  And  yet,  if  there  is  consciousness  after 
death,  I  should  like  to  know  that  you  had 
forgiven  me.  Some  night,  if  you  were  to  say 
aloud  '  Poor  Amelie !  her  life  went  all  wrong 
somehow ;  but  she  tried  to  be  my  friend — 
before  the  wreck  and  ruin  came ' —  then 
perhaps  I  should  hear.  And  if  there  is  this 
possibility,  I  shall  not  have  long  to  wait ;  I 
know  that ;  you  never  did  refuse  me  anything. 
Now  when  it  is  too  late  my  eyes  are  opened. 
Good  friend,  true  friend :  I  wonder  if  there 
ever  was  in  the  world  a  man  so  self-sacrificing 
as  you,  so  self-forgetful  as  you,  so  unswerving 
in  affection,  through  many  changes.  Do  you 
think  I  have  not  understood  all  you  have 
done  and  were  trying  to  do  for  me  in  this 
later  time — about  the  diamonds — and  your 
bringing  him  back  from  Vienna — refusing  to 
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believe  what  you  would  rather  not  believe — 
hoping  against  hope — working,  contriving, 
making  excuses,  as  long  as  there  remained  a 
single  chance.  And  so  it  was  from  the  very 
beginning  of  our  friendship.  For  me  every- 
thing ;  for  you  nothing ;  every  thought  for 
me — not  one  turned  towards  yourself.  And 
what  a  requital ! — more  shame  and  shame 
heaped  upon  my  head —  But  it  is  not  you, 
Ernest,  who  will  point  the  finger  of  reproach 
— ah,  not  you  ! — not  you  !  I  cannot  write 
more.  My  uncle  will  look  after  mother.  If 
they  only  knew  the  agony  I  have  suffered  in 
pretending  not  to  suffer — the  agony  of  this 
affectation  of  indifference  or  cheerfulness, 
when  there  was  nothing  but  despair  in  my 
heart — they  would  not  ask  me  to  endure  it 
longer — they  could  not  be  so  inhuman  as  to 
ask  me  to  endure  it  longer.  So  farewell, 
Ernest.  Good  friend,  dear  friend,  good-bye  ! 
My  last  thought  is  of  you. 

"  Your  repentant  and  heart-broken  Ame'lie." 
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Just  as  mechanically  as  he  had  handed  over 
these  two  sheets  he  received  them  back  again  ; 
and  then  he  went  to  the  fire,  and  put  them 
on  the  coals,  and  watched  them  burn. 

"I  do  not  know  what  your  English  law 
demands,"  he  repeated ;  "  but  I  think  I  am 
doing  right.  I  do  not  suppose  there  will  be 
any  inquiry:  the  doctor  says  her  death  was 
due  to  sudden  failure  of  the  action  of  the 
heart.  It  is  a  good  phrase.  The  heart  may 
well  cease  to  act — when  it  is  broken." 

And  then  he  came  back  ;  and  in  a  more 
excited,  and  even  half-demented  way,  he 
said — 

"  Can  you  imagine  it — can  you  imagine  it ! 
— to  happen  to  Amelie  !  You  remember  her. 
You  saw  her  for  a  while.  You  saw  how 
brilliant  she  was — how  active  and  eager  and 
resolute — how  full  of  a  gay  enjoyment  of  life. 
You  remember  how  her  presence — her  strong 
vitality — was  felt,  without  an  atom  of  asser- 
tion on  her  part:  it  was  the  fascination  of 
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one  who  was  so  abounding  in  gifts,  whose 
future  interested  and  attracted,  because  of 
its  splendid  possibilities.    And  now — think  of 
her:  in  that  room.    But  it  is  the  old,  old 
story.    This  one  and  that,  here  and  there, 
seems  marked  out.    The  Fates  are  remorseless 
— remorseless.    The  overtaking  steps  may  be 
slow  or  swift,  but  they  are  sure.    Yet  why 
should  she  have  been  singled  out  \— why  not 
some  castaway  like  myself?— if  there  were 
such  a  thing  as  substitution,  that  would  have 
been  a  joy  to  me — the  welcomest  fate  that  ever 
man  met.   If  only  Amelie  could  have  been  left, 
with  something  like  happiness.    But  it  was 
too  late  for  that,  I  suppose.    Her  life  was  all 
broken.    There  was  an  end  to  the  possibilities 
of  the  future.     And  now— now  she  is  at 
peace." 

And  then  again  he  returned  to  his  seat; 
and  went  on  talking  of  bygone  days— seeing 
in  pictures,  as  it  were,  and  always  with  her 
as  the  central  figure.    The  half-hours  passed. 
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He  did  not  notice  that  in  the  thinner  portions 
of  the  festooned  blinds  the  yellow  glow  of 
the  lamps  was  being  encountered  and  checked 
by  the  grey  light  without. 

"Why  do  you  ask  of  my  plans?"  he  said, 
incidentally,  amid   this  rambling   and  half- 
distracted  monologue.     "  What  do  I  care  ? 
But  forgetfulness  is  a  desirable  thing.  Per- 
haps it  is  of  all  things  the  most  desirable. 
What  greater  good  is  there  than  health? — 
and  that  means  forgetfulness.     When  your 
body  is  in  perfect  working  order,  you  forget 
that  you  have  a  body ;  when  your  brain  is 
sound  and  well,  you  are  not   conscious  of 
any  process  of  thinking.     It  is  only  pain 
that  attracts  attention  to  this  or  that  limb, 
to  this  or  that  function.    And  were  I  to  aim 
at  forgetfulness — at  forgetfulness  of  bygone 
grief — I  know  where  I  should  seek  it:  I 
should  seek  it*  in  looking  at  the  big,  wide 
things  of  the  world — the  ocean,  the  sky,  the 
distant  coast-lines.    These  are  the  soothing 
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things ;  they  seem  to  say  that  forgetfulness 
will  come  soon  enough  to  all  of  us." 

The  light  in  the  windows  grew — so  that  the 
lamps  were  paler.  But  he  did  not  heed. 
Presently  he  said  

"I  have  heard  you  speak  of  your  greater 
project.  And  there  is  a  kind  of  fascination 
in  the  idea  of  sailing  round  the  world,  with 
glimpses  of  the  land  only  at  long  intervals. 
Lady  Cameron  said  she  was  sure  she  could 
induce  her  husband  to  go.  And  that  beautiful 
young  creature,  her  sister — she  will  be  a  bride 
then :  to  see  her  and  her  young  husband 
together — to  be  merely  a  spectator  of  the 
happiness  shining  in  those  soft  eyes  of  hers — 
that  ought  to  be  something.  You  will  have 
a  pleasant  party — light-hearted — merry  :  you 
would  not  care — of  course — you  would  not 
care — to  have  tacked  on  to  you — a  kill- 
joy— a  castaway — one  of  fortune's  un- 
fa vourites  " 

Was  it  necessary  to  assure  him  how  he 
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would  be  welcomed — and  with  what  discretion 
of  silence  —by  that  small  company  of  intend- 
ing voyagers  ? 

"The  big  elemental  things  of  the  world," 
he  continued,  in  an  absent  way,  "  bring  peace  : 
the  sea— the  sky— the  distant  shores.  And  I 
do  not  think  you  need  fear  much ;  I  should 
try  not  to  be  a  kill-joy ;  one  would  not  bring 
sorrows  and  griefs  to  scatter  in  the  pathway  of 
a  young  bride.  Oh,  no,  no,  no ;  Mrs.  Julian 
—she  will  be  Mrs.  Julian  then— need  not  be 
afraid.  It  is  laughter  and  smiles  that  should 
accompany  a  young  bride;  and  I  should 
— I  should  try  to  remember  that — if  I  were 
allowed  to  go  with  you  " 

Of  a  sudden  his  eyes  were  attracted  to  the 
windows  :  they  were  white  now  :  the  new  day 
was  here.  And  for  a  second  he  seemed  to 
shrink  away  in  dread— as  if  the  world  outside 
were  filled  with  terrible  things,  that  had  once 
again  to  be  encountered.  But  this  man  had 
courage,  too.    His  eyes  might  be  wistful  and 
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given  to  dreams  ;  the  lines  of  his  mouth  told 
of  a  sufficient  firmness  should  the  occasion 
demand.  He  rose ;  made  some  needless  and 
needlessly  humble  apologies ;  and  proceeded  to 
take  his  leave.  When  the  door  was  opened 
the  empty  world  without  was  filled  with  light 
— a  light  not  more  wan  and  pallid  than  the 
face  that  now  confronted  it.  Then  he  dis- 
appeared ;  and  the  grey  pavements  were  silent 
once  more. 


And  thus  it  was  (so  strangely  intertwisted 
are  the  strands  of  human  existence — the  shim- 
mering gold  of  anticipation  and  desire ;  the 
blackness  of  bereavement  and  despair;  the 
tragic  loneliness  and  sorrows  of  age ;  youth's 
rose-hued  hopes  and  eager  ambitions — so 
strangely  complex  is  the  warp  and  woof  of  that 
surrounding  mystery  to  which  men  have  given 
the  name  of  life,  but  of  which  they  know  so 
little)  thus  it  was  that  a  few  months  thereafter 
a  sufficiently  vivacious  and  light-hearted  set  of 
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folk  once  again  stood  upon  the  decks  of  a 
great  steamer,  as  she  was  about  to  set  out,  by 
long  ocean-stages,  to  girdle  the  world.  Here 
was  our  beloved  Peggy,  serene,  radiant,  good- 
humoured  ;  rather  regretting  that  she  had  not 
the  Major  to  fetch  and  carry  for  her;  but 
perhaps  content  to  do  without  Sappho  and  her 
unnumbered  agonies  and  woes.    Here,  also, 
was  Cameron  of  Inverfask,  grumbling  a  little 
that  he  should  be  dragged  away  to  hot  climates 
again,  when  he  had  been  looking  forward  to 
throwing  a  "  Childers "  or  a  "  Thunder-and- 
lightning  "  over  the  dark,  oily,  tea-brown  pools, 
amid  the  silver  gleams  and  purple  glooms  of 
the  wild  March  weather,  under  the  hanging 
birch-woods,  where  the  black-cock  sends  forth 
his  challenge  from  among  the  withered  and 
russet  bracken,  and  the  thrush,  in  the  quiet  of 
the  evening,  sings  loud  and  clear  from  his 
solitary    bough.      Here,    also,   was  Julian 
Verrinder,  out  of  his  mind  with  pride  over  his 
most  recent  and  most  rare  and  precious  acqui- 
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sition ;  but  nevertheless  professing  the  habits 
and  customs  of  an  experienced  husband  by- 
keeping  away  from  his  wife  and  almost  osten- 
tatiously leaving  her  to  other  people.  And 
here  was  the  tall,  shy  young  thing  herself — 
none  the  less  bashful  because  of  all  her  blushing 
honours — so  grateful  for  any  notice  taken  of 
her — so  desperately  anxious  to  make  a  friendly 
impression  with  her  large,  pleading  eyes. 
Then  there  was  our  Mrs.  Threepenny-bit — 
alert — animated — ubiquitous — swift  of  direc- 
tion— petulant — domineering — and  just  daft 
with  delight  over  this  setting  forth.  She  was 
quite  impatient  to  have  the  last  of  the  strangers 
sent  away  ashore. 

There  was  another  figure  here,  distinct, 
though  not  apart.  It  was  Wolfenberg.  His 
hair  had  become  quite  white  during  these 
intervening  months.  But  there  was  nothing 
of  the  whiner — nothing  of  the  self-pityer — 
that  most  contemptible  of  all  God's  creatures 
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—about  this  man.  He  could  still  hold  a 
resolute  front ;  fearing  no  dint  of  fortune  that 
might  befall ;  ready  to  '  take  the  world  for  his 
pillow,'  like  another.  Nay,  at  this  moment, 
when  our  women-folk  were  naturally  a  little 
nervous  and  excited  over  the  setting  out  on 
so  long  a  voyage,  he  was  endeavouring  to  calm 
them,  to  distract  their  attention,  by  talking 
deliberate  nonsense  to  them.  Absolute  non- 
sense—grave absurdities — a  propos  of  nothing 
in  the  whole  wide  universe  ;  but  Peggy  had 
to  listen  ;  and  so  much  was  gained.  She  was 
being  assured  that  of  all  existing  professions, 
trades,  and  employments,  that  of  the  tailor 
was  the  noblest ;  "  because,"  said  he,  "  man  is 
the  only  animal  born  into  the  world  without 
a  proper  protection  against  the  climate  ;  and 
the  tailor  steps  in  to  provide  what  Providence 
forgot."  Again  she  was  being  reminded  how 
curiously  habits  survive — how  paupers  in  a 
workhouse,    when    they    become  perfectly 


250  WOLFENBERG. 

desperate,  rend  their  garments  just  as  the  Jews 
of  old  used  to  do.    And  then  again  

"  Clear  away  that  gangway  ! "  was  called 
from  above. 

Whereupon  Wolfenberg  turned  to  the  Baby, 
wTho  had  been  listening  in  her  quiet,  respectful, 
modest  way  ;  and  he  made  bold  to  place  his 
hand  within  her  arm. 

"  Mrs.  Julian,"  he  said,  "  I  have  a  great 
favour  to  ask  of  you.  We  shall  be  going  down 
directly  to  have  our  places  at  table  arranged. 
Now  will  you  let  me  sit  next  you  ?  You  see, 
your  husband  cannot  be  allowed  to  monopolise 
you  altogether ;  he  must  sit  opposite  you, 
where  he  can  look  at  you  as  much  as  he 
pleases  ;  but  if  you  would  let  me  have  the 
seat  next  yours  " 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Wolfenberg,"  said  the  poor  Baby, 
"  you  wouldn't  care  to  talk  to  me ! " 

"  What's  that — what's  that  ?  "  he  said,  good- 
naturedly.    "  Why,  you  don't  seem  to  have 
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any  idea  of  your  own  importance  !  Don't  you 
know  that  you  are  the  most  important  person- 
age on  board  this  ship  ?  Don't  you  know  that 
a  young  bride  brings  luck  ?  And  what  is  more, 
Mrs.  Julian,  I'm  going  to  ask  you,  not  only  to 
'  lend  me  your  ears,'  but  also  to  lend  me  your 
eyes — all  through  this  voyage." 

She  glanced  at  him  inquiringly. 

"  Yes,  I  am  going  to  try  to  see  things  as 
you  must  see  them,"  he  went  on ;  "  and  then 
everything  will  be  new  and  fresh  and  wonder- 
ful. Youth  and  happiness  ought  to  make  a 
fine  pair  of  rose-coloured  spectacles ;  and  you 
must  lend  me  a  little  of  the  magic  " 

The  screw  began  to  revolve  \  it  was  a  sound 
that  sent  a  thrill  of  anticipation  through  many 
a  heart.  He  turned  again  to  the  beautiful  and 
gentle  young  creature  who  stood  by  his  side — 
and  who  had  made  no  kind  of  effort  to  remove 
his  hand  from  her  arm. 

"  We  are  off  now,"  he  said  to  her,  cheer- 
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fully  enough.  And  then  lie  added,  in  his 
grave  and  kindly  fashion :  "  And  where  do  you 
think  a  young  bride  should  be  bound  for — if 
not  for  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope  ? " 


THE  END. 
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Autumn  Cruise  in  the  JEgean, 

a  by  one  of  the  party.  See  "  Fitz- 
patrick." 

BACH.    See  Great  Musicians. 

BACON.  See  English  Philoso- 
phers. 

 Delta,  Biography,  10s.  Qd. 

BADDELEY,  W   St.  Clair, 

Love's    Vintage ;     sonnets  and 

lyrics,  5s. 
  Tchay    and   Chianti,  a 

short  visit  to  Russia  and  Finland, 

5s. 

Travel-tide,  7s.  6d. 


BAKER,  James,  John  Westa- 

cott,  new  edit.  6s.  and  3s.  6d. 
BALDWIN,  J.,  Story  of  Sieg- 
fried, illust.  6s. 

 Story  of  Roland,  illust.  Gs. 

 Story  of  the  Golden  Age, 

illust.  6s. 
 J.  D.,  Ancient  America, 


illust.  10s.  6d. 
Ballad  Stories.    See  Bayard 
Series. 

Ballads  of  the  Cid,  edited  by 
Rev.  Gerrard  Lewis,  3s.  6d. 

BALLANTYNE,  T.,  Essays. 
See  Bayard  Series. 


In  all  Departments  of  Literature.  3 


B ALLI^T,  Ada  S.,  Science  of 

Dress,  illust.  6s. 
BAMFORD,  A.  J.,  Turbans 

and  Tails,  7  s.  6d. 
BANCROFT,   G.,  History  of 

America,  new  edit.  6  vols.  73s.  6d. 
Barbizon  Painters,  by  J.  W. 

Mollett— I.  Millet,  T.  Rousseau, 

and  Diaz,   3s.  6d.      II.  Corot, 

Daabigny  and  Dupre,  3s.  6d. ; 

the  two  in  one  vol.  7s.  6d. 
BARING-GOULD.  See  Foreign 

Countries. 

BARLOW,  A.,  Weaving,  new 

edit.  25s. 

 P.  W.,Kaipara,  NewZ.,6s. 

  W.,  Matter  and  Force, 

12s. 

BARRETT.  See  Gr.  Musicians. 
BARROW,      J.,  Mountain 

Ascents,  new  edit.  5s. 
BASSETT,  Legends  of  the  Sea, 

7s.  6d. 

BATHGATE,  A.,  Waitaruna, 

New  Zealand,  5s. 
Bayard  Series,  edited  by  the 

late  J.  Hain  Friswell ;  flexible 

cloth  extra,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Chevalier  Bayard,  by  Ber villa. 
De  Joinville,  St.  Louis. 
Essays  of  Cowley. 
Abdallah,  by  Laboullaye. 
Table-Talk  of  Napoleon. 
Vathek,  by  Beckford. 
Cavalier  and  Puritan  Songa. 
Words  of  Wellington. 
Johnson's  Rasselas. 
Hazlitt's  Round  Table. 
Browne's  Religio  Medici. 
Ballad  Stories  of  the  Affections,  by 

Robert  Buchanan. 
Coleridge's  Christabel,  &c. 
Chesterfield's  Letters. 
Essays  in  Mosaic,  by  T.  Ballan- 

tyne. 
My  Uncle  Toby. 
Rochefoucauld,  Reflections. 
Socrates,  Memoirs  from  Xenophon. 
Prince  Albert's  Precepts. 


BE  ACONSFIELD,  Public  Life, 
3s.  6d. 

 See  also  Prime  Ministers. 

BEAUGRAND,  Young  Natu- 
ralists, new  edit.  5s. 

BECKER,  A.L.,  First  German 
Book,  Is.;  Exercises,  Is.;  Key  to 
loth,  2s.  6d. ;  German  Idioms, 
Is.  6d. 

BECKFORD.  SeeBayard  Series. 
BEECHER,  H.  W.,  Biography, 

new  edit.  10s.  6ci. 
BEETHOVEN.      See  Gieat 

Musicians. 
BEHNKE,  E.,  Child's  Voice, 

3s.  6d. 

BELL,  Oleah,  Witchcraft  in  f.e 
West  Indies,  2s.  6d. 

BELLENGER  &  WITCOMB  S 

French  and  English  Conversations, 

new  edit.  Paris,  bds.  2s. 
BENJAMIN,  Atlantic  Islands 

as  health,  Sfc,  resorts.  16s. 
BERLIOZ.    See  Gr.  Musicians. 
BERVILLE.  See  Bayard  Series. 
BIART,     Young  Naturalist, 

new  edit.  7s.  6d. 
 Involuntary  Voyage,  7s.6d. 

and  5s. 

Two  Friends,  translated  by 


Mary  de  Hauteville,  7s.  Gd. 
See  also  Low's  Standard  Books. 
BICKERSTETH,  Ashley, 
B.A.,  Outlines  of  Roman  History, 
2s.  6d. 

  E.  H.,  Exon.,  Clergyman 

in  his  Home,  Is. 

From    Year    to  Year, 


original  poetical  pieces,  morocco 
or  calf,  10s.  6d. ;  padded  roan,  6s. ; 
roan,  5s. ;  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Hymnal  Companion,  full 


lists  post  free. 

Master's  Home  Call,  ne\r 


edit.  Is. 

 Octave  of  Hymns^ev^n,  3d., 

with  music,  Is. 
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BICKERSTETH,  E.  H.,  Exon., 
Reef,  Parables,  &c,  illast.  7s.  6d. 
and  2s.  Gd. 

 Shadowed  Home,  n.  ed.  5s. 

BIGELOW,  John,  France  and 
the  Confederate  Navy,  .an  inter- 
national episode,  7s.  Gd. 

BILBROUGH,  'Twixt  France 
and  Spain,  7  s.  Gd. 

BILLROTH,  Care  of  the  Sick,  6s. 

BIRD,  F.  J.,  Dyer's  Companion, 
42s. 

■  E.  S.,  Land  of  Dykes  and 

Windmills,  12s.  Gd. 

 H.  E.,  Chess  Practice,  2s.  6d. 

BISHOP    See  Nursing  Record 

Series. 

BLACK,  Robert,  Horse  Racing 

in  France,  14s. 
 W.,    Donald    Ross  of 

Heimra,  3  vols.  31s.  Gd. 
  Novels,  new  and  uniform 

edition  in  monthly  vols.  2s.  6c?.  ea. 

 See  Low's  Standard  Novels. 

BLACKBURN,  C.  F.,  Cata- 
logue Titles,  Index  Entries,  Sfc.  14s. 

 H.,  Art  in  the  Mountains, 

new  edit.  5s. 

 Artists  and  Arabs,  7s.  6d. 

  Breton  Folk,  new  issue, 

10s.  6d. 

 Harz  Mountains,  12s. 

  Normandy  Picturesque, 

16s. 

  Pyrenees,  illust.  by  Gus- 

tave  Dore,  new  edit.  7s.  Gd. 
BL  ACKM  ORE,  R.  I). ,  Georgics, 

4s.  6d.  ;  cheap  edit.  Is. 
■  Lorna  Doone,  edit,  de  luxe, 

35s.,  31s.  6d.  &  21s. 
  Lorna  Doone,  illust.  by 

W.  Small,  7s.  6d. 
 Sjpringhaven,  illust.  12s. ; 

new  edit.  7s.  6d.  &  6s. 
■        See  also  Low's  Standard 

Novels.  i 


BLAIKIE,  How  to  get  Strong, 

new  edit.  5s. 
 Sound  Bodies  for  our  Boys 

and  Girls,  2s.  Gd. 
BLOOMFIELD.     See  Choice 

Editions. 
Bobby,  a  Story,  by  Vesper,  Is. 
BOCK,  Head  Hunters  of  Borneo, 

36s. 

 Temples     Elephants,  21s. 

BONAPARTE,  Mad.  Patter- 
son, Life,  10s.  Gd. 
BONWICK,  James,  Colonial 

Days,  2s.  Gd. 

 Colonies,  Is.  ca. ;  1  vol.  5s. 

— —  Daily  Life  of  the  Tas- 

manians,  12s.  Gd. 
  First  Twenty  Years  of 

Australia,  5s. 

 Last  of  the  Tasmanians,  1 6s. 

 Port  Philip,  21s. 

 Lost  Tasmanian  Race,  4s. 

BOSANQUET,    C,  Blossoms 

from  the  King's  Garden,  6s. 

 Jehoshaphat,  Is. 

 Lenten    Meditations,  I. 

Is.  Gd.  ;  II.  2s. 
 Tender  Grass  for  Lambs, 

2s.  Gd. 

BOULTON,  N.  W.  Rebellions, 

Canadian  life,  9s. 
BOURKE,  On  the  Border  with 

Crook,  illust.,  roy.  8vo,  21s. 

 SnakeDanceofArizona,2\s. 

BOUSSENARD.    See  Low's 

Standard  Books. 
BO  WEN,   F.,  Modern  Philo- 

sophy,  new  ed.  16s. 
BOWER.    See  English  Phflo- 

sophers. 

 Law  of  Electric  Lighting, 

12s.  Gd. 

BOYESEN,  H.  H.,  Against 

Heavy  Odds^  5s. 
 History  of  Norway,  7s.  Qd. 


In  all  Departments  of  Literature, 


BOYESEN,  ModernVikings,  6s. 
Boy's  Froissart,  King  Arthur, 
Mabinogian,  Percy,  see  "  Lanier." 

BRADSHAW,   New  Zealand 

as  it  is,  12s.  6d. 

 New  Zealand  of  To -day,  1  is. 

BRANNT,  Fats  and  Oils,  35s. 

 Soap  and  Candles,  35s. 

 Vinegar,  Acetates,  25s. 

 Distillation  of  Alcohol, 

12s.  6d. 

 Metal  Worker's  Receipts, 

12s.  6d. 

 Metallic  Alloys,  12s.  6d. 

 and     WAHL,  Techno- 

Chemical  Receipt  Boole,  10s.  6d. 

BRASSEY,  Lady,  Tahiti,  21s. 
BREMONT.    See  Low's  Stan- 
dard Novels. 
BRETON,  Jules,  Life  of  an 

Artist,  an  autobiography,  7s.  6d. 
BRISSE,  Menus  and  Recipes, 

new  edit.  5s. 
Britons  in  Brittany,  by  G.  H.  F. 

2s.  6d. 

BROCK- ARNOLD.  See  Great 

BROOKS,  Noah,  Boy  Settlers, 
6s. 

BROWN,  A.  J.,  Rejected  of 

Men,  3  s.  6d. 
 A.  S.  Madeira  and  Canary 

Islands  for  Invalids,  2s.  6d. 
 Northern    Atlantic,  for 

travellers,  4s.  6d. 
 Robert.       See  Low's 

Standard  Novels. 
BROWNE,     Lennox,  and 

BEHNKE,  Voice,  Song,  Speech, 

lbs.  ;  new  edit.  5s. 

  Voice  Use,  3s.  6d. 

 Sib  T.    See  Bayard  Series. 

BRYCE,  G,  Manitoba,  7s.  6d. 

 Short    History    of  tJie 

Canadian  People,  7s.  6<J. 


BUCHANAN,  R.    See  Bayard 
Series. 

BULKELEY,  Owen  T.,  Lesser 

Antilles,  2s.  6d. 

BUNYAN.    See  Low's  Stan- 

dard  Series. 
BURDETT-COUTTS,  Brook- 

field  Stud,  5s. 

BURGOYNE,   Operations  in 

Egypt,  5s. 
BURNABY,  F.    See  Low's 

Standard  Library. 
 Mrs.,  High  Alps  in  Win- 
ter, lis. 

BURNLEY,  James,  History  of 
Wool,  21s. 

BUTLER,  Col.  Sir  W.  Fm 

Campaign  of  the  Cataracts,  18s. 

 Red  Cloud,  7s.  6d.  5s. 

 See  also  Low's  Standard 

Books. 

BUXTON,  Ethel  M.  Wilmot, 

Wee  Folk,  5s. 

 See  also  Illust  Text  Books. 

BYNNER.  See  Low's  Stan- 
dard Novels. 

CABLE,  G.  W.,Bonaventure,  5s. 

CADOGAN,  Lady  A.,  Drawing- 
room  Comedies,  illust.  10s.  6d., 
acting  edit.  6d. 

 Illustrated     Games  of 

Patience,  col.  diagrams,  12s.  6d. 

 New  Games  of  Patience, 

with  coloured  diagrams,  12s.  6cJ. 

CAHUN.  See  Low's  Standard 
Books. 

CALDECOTT,  Randolph, 
Memoir,  by  H.  Blackburn,  new 
edit.  7s.  6d.  and  5s. 

 Sketches,  pict.  bds.  2s.  6d. 

CALL,  Annie  Payson,  Power 
through  Repose,  3s.  6d. 

CALLAN,  H.,  M.A.,  Wander- 
ings on  Wheel  and  Foot  through 
Europe,  Is.  6d. 

Cambridge  Trifles,  2s,  6d, 
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Cambridge  Staircase,  2s.  6c?. 
CAMPBELL,    Lady  Colin, 

Book  of  the  Running  Brook,  5s. 

-.  T.    See  Choice  Editions. 

CANTERBURY,  Archbishop. 

See  Preachers. 
CARLETON,     Will,  City 

Ballads,  illusfc.  12s.  6d. 
—  City  Legends,  ill.  12s.  6c?. 

 Farm  Festivals,  ill.  12s.  Qd. 

  See  also  Rose  Library. 

CARLYLE,  Irish  Journey  in 
1849,  7s.  Gd. 

CARNEGIE,  Andrew,  Ameri- 
can Four-in-hand  in  Britain, 
10s.  6d. ;  also  Is. 

 Bound  the  World,  1  Os.  6d. 

 Triumphant  Democracy, 

6s. ;  new  edit.  Is.  6d. ;  paper,  Is. 

CAROVE,  Story  without  an 
End,  ill nst.  by  E.  V.  B.,  7s.  6d. 

Celebrated  Racehorses,  4  vols. 
126s. 

CELIERE.  See  Low's  Stan- 
dard Books. 

Changed  Cross,  &c,  poems,  2s. 6c?. 

Chant-hook  Companion  to  the 
Common  Prayer,  2s. ;  organ  ed.  4s. 

CHAPIN,  Mountaineering  in 
Colorado,  10s.  6d. 

CHAPLIN,  J.  G.,  Bookkeeping, 
2s.  6d. 

CHATTOCK,  Notes  on  Etching 
new  edit.  10s.  6d. 

CHERUBINI.  See  Great 
Musicians. 

CHESTERFIELD.  See  Ba- 
yard Series. 

Choice  Editions  of  choice  books, 
illustrated  by  C.  W.  Cope,  R.A., 
T.  Creswick,  R.A.,  E.  Duncan, 
Birket  Foster,  J.  C.  Horsley, 
A.R.A.,  G.  Hicks,  R.  Redgrave, 
R.A.,  C.  Stonehouse,  F.  Tayler, 
Ot.  Thomas,  H.   G.  Townsend, 


Choice  Editions — continued. 
E.  H.  Wehnert,  Harrison  Weir, 
&c,  cloth  extra  gilt,  gilt  edgos, 
2s.  6(L  each  ;  re-issue,  Is.  each. 

Bloomfield's  Farmer's  Bow 

Campbell's  Pleasures  of  Hope. 

Coleridge's  Ancient  Mariner. 

Goldsmith's  Deserted  Village. 

Goldsmith's  Vicar  of  Wakefield. 

Gray's  Elegy  in  a  Churchyard. 

Keats'  Eve  of  St.  Agnes. 

Milton's  Allegro. 

Poetry  of  Nature,  by  H.  Weir. 

Rogers'  Pleasures  of  Memory. 

Shakespeare's  Songs  aud  Sonnets. 

Elizabethan  Songs  and  Sonnets. 

Tennyson's  May  Queen. 

Wordsworth's  Pastoral  Poems. 

CURE  I  MAN,  Physical  Culture 

of  Women,  Is. 
CLARK,  A.,  A  Dark  Tlace  of 

the  Earth,  6s. 
 Mrs.    K.    M.,  Southern 

Cross  Fairy  Tale,  5s. 
CLARKE,    C.    C,  Writers, 

and  Letters,  10s.  Gd. 

 Percy,  Three  Diggers,  6s. 

  Valley  Council;  from  T. 

Bateman's  Journal,  6s. 
Classified  Catalogue  of  English- 
printed  Educational  Works,  3rd 

edit.  6s. 

Claude  le  Lorrain.  See  Great 
,A.rtist  s 

CLOUGH,  A.  IL,  Plutarch's 

Lives,  one  vol.  18s. 
COLERIDGE,  C.  R.,  English 

Squire,  6s. 
 S.  T.  See  Choice  Editions 

and  Bayard  Series. 
COLLINGWOOD,    H.  See 

Low's  Standard  Books. 
COLLINSON,  Adm.  Sir  R., 

H.M.8.  Enterprise  in  Search  of 

Franklin,  lis. 

CONDER,  J.,  Flowers  of  Japan; 
Decoration,  coloured  Japanese 
Plates,  42s.  nett. 
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CORREGGIO.      See  Great 
Artists. 

COWLEY.  See  Bayard  Series. 
COX,  David.  See  Great  Artists. 
COZZENS,     F.,  American 

Yachts,  pfs.  211. ;  art.  pfs.  31Z.  10s. 
  See  also  Low's  Standard 

Books. 

CEADDOCK.      See  Low's 

Standard  Novels. 
CREW,  B.  J.,  Petroleum,  21s. 
CRISTIANL  R.  S.,  Soap  and 

Candles,  42s. 

 Perfumery,  25  s. 

CROKER,  Mrs.  B.  M.  See 

Low's  Standard  Novels. 
CROUCH,  A.  P.,  Glimpses  of 

Feverland  (West  Africa),  6s. 
 On  a  Surf-bound  Coast, 

7s.  6d.  ;  new  edit.  5s. 
CRUIKSHANK     G.  See 

Great  Artists. 
CUDWORTH,  W.,  Abraham 

Sharp,  26s. 
CUMBERLAND,  Stuart, 

Thought-reader's  Thoughts,Ws.  6d. 
— —  See  also  Low's  Standard 

Novels. 

CUNDALL,    F.     See  Great 
Artists. 

—  J.,  Shakespeare,  3s.  6c?., 

5s.  and  2s. 
CURTIN,  J.,  Myths  of  the  Bus- 

sians,  10s.  6d. 
CURTIS,  C.  B.,  Velazquez  and 

Murillo,  with  etchings,  31s.  6d. 

and  63s. 

CUSHING,  W.,  Anonyms,  2 

vols.  52s.  6d. 
 Initials  and  Pseudonyms, 

25s  ;  ser.  II.,  21s. 
CUTCLIFFE,   H.   C,  Trout 

Fishing,  new  edit.  3s.  6d. 
DALY,   Mrs.    D.,  Digging, 

Squatting,  %c,  in  N.  8.  Australia, 

12s. 


D'ANVERS,  N.,  Architecture 
and  Sculpture,  new  edit.  5s. 

 Elementary  Art,  Archi- 
tecture, Sculpture,  Painting,  new 
edit.  10s.  6d. 

 Elementary    History  of 

Music,  2s.  6<2. 

 Painting,  by  F.  Cundall, 

6s. 

DAUDET,   A.,   My  Brother 

Jack,  7s.  6d. ;  also  5s. 
 Port    Tarascon,    by  H. 

James,  7s.  6<Z.  j  new  edit.  5s. 
DAVIES,  C,  Modern  Whist, 

4s. 

DAVIS,  C.  T.,  Pricks,  Tiles, 

8fc,  new  edit.  25«. 
 Manufacture  of  Leather, 

52s.  6d. 

 Manufacture  of  Paper,  28s. 

 Steam  Boiler  Incrustation, 

8s.  6d. 

 G.  B.,  International  Laic, 

10s.  6d. 

D  A  WID  0X7 SKY,  Glue,  Gela- 
tine, $rc,  12s.  Qd. 

Day  of  my  Life,  by  an  Eton  boy, 
new  edit.  2s.  6cZ.  ;  also  Is 

DE  J  OINYILLE.    See  Bayard 

Series. 

DE  LEON",  Edwin,  Under  the 
Stars  and  Under  the  Crescent, 
2  vols.  12s.  ;  new  edit.  6s. 

DELL  A  ROBBIA.  See  Great 
Artists. 

Denmark  and   Iceland.  See 

Foreign  Conn  tries. 

DENNETT,  R.  E.,  Seven  Years 

among  the  Fjort,  7s.  6d. 

DERRY   (Bishop    of).  See 

DE  WINT.    See  Great  Artists. 

DIGGLE,  J.  W.,  Bishop  Era- 
ser's Lancashire  Life,  new  edit. 
12s.  6d. ;  popular  ed.  3s.  6d. 

 Sermons  for  Daily  Life,  5s 
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DOBSON,  Austin,  Hogarth, 
with  a  bibliography,  &c.,  of 
prints,  illust.  24s.;  1. paper  52s.  Gd. 

 See  also  Great  Artists. 

DODGE,  Mrs.,  Hans  Brinker, 

the  Silver  Skates,  new  edit.  5s., 

3s.  Gd..  2s.  Gd. ;  text  only,  Is. 
DONKIN",  J.  G.,  Trooper  and 

Bedshin;  N.  W.  mounted  police, 

Canada,  8s.  6d. 
DONNELLY,  Ignatius,  Atlan- 

tis,  the  Antediluvian  World,  new 

edit.  12s.  6d. 
 Caesar's  Column,  authorized 

edition,  3s.  Gd. 

 Doctor  Huguet,  3s.  6d. 

 Great  Cryptogram,  Bacon's 

Cipher  in  Shakespeare,  2  toIs. 

30s. 

 RagnaroJc :  the   Age  of 

Fire  and  Gravel,  12s.  6d. 

DORE,  GUST  AVE,  Life  and  Re- 
miniscences, by  Blanche  Roose- 
velt, fully  illust.  24s. 

DOS  PASSOS,  J.  R.,  Law  of 

Stockbrokers  and  Stock  Exchanges, 
35s 

DOUDNEY,   Sarah,  Godiva 

Durleigh,  3  vols.  31s.  Gd. 
DOUGALL,  J.   D.,  Shooting 

Appliances,  Practice,  Sfc,  10s.  Gd.; 

new  edit.  7s.  Gd. 
DOUGHTY,  H.  M.,  Friesland 

Meres  and  the  Netherlands,  new 

edit,  illust.  10s.  6d. 
DOVETON,  F.  B.,  Poems  and 

Snatches  of  Songs,  5s. ;  new  edit. 

3s.  6d. 

DU  CHAILLU,   Paul.  See 

Low's  Standard  Books. 
DUNCKLEY  ("Yerax.")  See 

Prime  Ministers. 
DUNDERD  ALE,  George, 

Prairie  and  Bush,  Gs. 
Diirer.    See  Great  Artists. 
DYEJ:S,  J.    Oswald.  See 

Freaohera, 


Echoes  from  the  Heart,  3s.  Qd. 
EDEN,  C.   H.    See  Foreign 

Countries. 
EDMONDS,  C,  Poetry  of  the 

Anti-Jacobin,  new  edit.  7s.  Gd. 

and  21s. 

Educational    Catalogue.  See 
Classified  Catalogue. 

EDWARDS,  American  Steam 

Engineer,  12s.  Gd. 
 Modern  Locomotive  En- 
gines, 12s.  Gd. 

Steam  Engineer's  Guide, 


12s.  Gd. 

—  H. 


Sutherland.  See 
Great  Musicians. 

 M.  B.,  Dream  of  Millions, 

%-c,  Is. 

 See  Low's  Standard  Novels. 

EGGLESTON,  G.  Cart,  Jug- 
gernaut, Gs. 
Egypt.    See  Foreign  Countries. 
Elizabethan  Songs.   See  Choice 

Editions. 
EMERSON,  Dr.  P  H.,  East 

Coast  Yarns,  Is. 

 English  Idylls,  new  ed.  2s. 

 Naturalistic  Photography, 

new  edit.  5s. 
 Pictures  of  East  Anglian 

Life ;  plates  and  vignettes,  105s. 

and  147s. 
 and  GOODALL,  Life  on 

the  Norfolk  Broads,  plates,  126s. 

and  210s. 
  Wild  Life  on    a  Tidal 

Water,  copper  plates,  ord.  edit. 

25*.  ;  idit.  de  luxe,  63s. 
—  R.  W.,  by  G.  W  COOKE, 

8s.  6d. 

 Birthday  Booh,  3s.  6d. 

 In   Concord,   a  memoir, 

7s.  6d. 

English  Catalogue,  1863-71, 
42s.;  1872-80,  42s.  j  1881-9, 
52s.  6d.  i  5s.  yearly. 
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English  Catalogue,  Index  vol. 
1837-56,  26s.;  1856-76,  42s.; 
1874-80,  18s. 

 Etchings,  vol.  v.  45s. ; 

25s. ;  vii.,  25s. ;  viii.,  42s. 

English  Philosophers,  edited  by 
E.  B.  Ivan  Miiller,  M.A.,  3s.  6<i. 
eaoh. 

Bacon,  by  Fowler. 

Hamilton,  by  Monck. 

Hartley  and  James  Mill,  by  Bower. 

Shaftesbury  &  Hutcbeson  ;  Fowler. 

Adam  Smith,  by  J.  A.  Farrer. 

ERCKMANN-CHATRIAN. 

See  Low's  Standard  Books. 
ERICHSON,  Life,  by  W.  C. 

Church,  2  vols.  24s. 
ESMARCH,  F.,  Handbook  of 

Surgery,  24s. 
Essays  on    English  Writers. 

See  Gentle  Life  Series. 
EVANS,  G.  E.,  Repentance  of 

Magdalene  Despar,  <$fc,  poems, 

5s. 

 S.  &  F.,  Upper  Ten,  a 

story,  Is. 

 W.  E.,  Songs  of  the  Birds, 

n.  ed.  6s. 
EVELYN,  J.,  An  Inca  Queen, 

5s. 

 John,  Life  of  Mrs.  Godol- 

phin,  7s.  6d. 

EVES,  C.  W.,  West  Indies, 

n.  ed.  7s.  Gd. 
FAIRBAIRN,    A.    M.  See 

Preachers. 
Familiar  Words.     See  Gentle 

Life  Series. 
FARINI,    G.    A.,  Kalahari 

Desert,  21s. 
FARRAR,  C.  S.,  History  of 

Sculpture,  Src,  6s. 

 Maurice,  Minnesota,  6s. 

FATJRIEL,  Last  Days  of  the 

Consulate,  10s.  Gd. 

FAX",  T.,  Three  Germanys,  2 
vols.  35s. 


FEILDEN,  H.  St.  J.,  Some 

Public  Schools,  2s.  6d. 
 Mrs.,  My  African  Home, 

7s.  6d. 

FENN,  G.  Manvjlle.  See 
Low's  Standard  Books. 

FENNELL,  J.  G.,  Book  of  the 
Roach,  n.  ed.  2s. 

FFORDE,  B.,  Subaltern,  Police- 
man, and  the  Little  Girl,  Is. 

 Trotter,  a  Poona  Mystery,. 

Is. 

FIELD,  Maunsell  B.,  Memo- 
ries, 10s.  Gd. 

FIELDS,  James  T.,  Memoirs^ 
12s.  Gd. 

  Yesterdays  with  Authorst„ 

16s. ;  also  10s.  Gd. 
Figure  Painters  of  Hollands 

See  Great  Artists. 
FINCK,    Henry  T.,  Pacifid 

Coast  Scenic  Tour,  10s.  Gd. 
FITCH,  Lucy.     See  Nursing 

Record  Series,  Is. 
FITZGERALD.    See  Foreign 

Countries. 
 Percy,  Book  Fancier,  5*^ 

and  12s.  Gd. 

FITZPATRICK,  T.,  Autumn-- 

,.  Cruise  in  the  JEqean,  10s.  Gd 

  Transatlantic  Holiday,^ 

10s.  Gd. 

FLEMING,  S.,  England  and 
Canada,  6s. 

Foreign  Countries  and  British 
Colonies,  descriptive  handbooks 
edited  by  F.  S.  Pulling,  M.A. 
Each  volume  is  the  work  of  a 
writer  who  has  special  acquaint- 
ance with  the  subject,  3s.  Gd. 

Australia,  by  Fitzgerald. 

Austria-Hungary,  by  Kay. 

Denmaikand  Iceland,  by  B.  C. Otte\ 

Egypt,  by  S.  L.  Poole. 

France,  by  Miss  Roberts,  "\ 

Germany,  by  L.  Sergeant. 

Greeoe,  by  S,  Baring  Gould. 
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Foreign  Countries,  &c. — cont. 

Japan,  by  Mossman. 

Pern,  by  R.  Markham. 

Russia,  by  Morfill. 

Spain,  by  Webster. 

Sweden  and  Norway,  by  Woods. 

West  Indies,  by  C.  H.  Eden. 

FOREMAN",    J.,  Ptiilippine 

Islands,  21s. 
FOTHERINGHAM,    L.  M., 

Nyassaland,  7s.  6d. 
FOWLER,  Japan,  China,  and 

India,  10s.  6cf. 
FRA  ANGELICO.    See  Great 

fra'bartolommeo,  AL- 

BERTINELLI,  and  ANDREA 
DEL  SARTO.  See  Great  Artists. 

FRANC,  Maud  Jeanne,  Beat- 
rice Melton,  is. 

 Emily's  Choice,  n.  ed.  53. 

 Golden  Gifts,  4s. 

 Hall's  Vineyard,  4s. 

 Into  the  Light,  is. 

 John's  Wife,  4s. 

 Little  Mercy ;  for  better, 

for  worse,  4s. 

 Marian,  a  Tale,  n.  ed.  5s. 

— —  Master  of  Ralston,  4s. 

 Minnie's  Mission,  a  Tem- 
perance Tale,  4s. 

 No  longer  a  Cliild,  4s. 

 Silken    Cords   and  Iron 

Fetters,  a  Tale,  4s. 

-<  Two  Sides  to  Every  Ques- 
tion, 4s. 

— —  Vermont  Vale,  5s. 

A  plainer  edition  is  published  at 

8s.  6d. 

France.  See  Foreign  Countries. 
FRANCIS,   F.,  War,  Waves, 

and  Wanderings,  2  Tola.  24s. 

— —  See  also  Low's  Standard 
Series. 

Frank's  RancJie ;  or,  My  Holi- 
day in  the  Rockies,  n.  ed.  5s. 


FRANKEL,    Julius,  Starch 

Glucose,  fyc,  18*. 
FRASER,  Bishop,  Lancashire 

Life,  n.  ed.  12s.  6d. ;  popular  ed. 

3s.  6d. 

FREEMAN,  J.,  Melbourne  Life, 

lights  and  shadows,  6s. 

FRENCH,  F.,  Home  Fairies  and 

Heart  Flowers,  illust.  24s. 
French  and  English  Biithday 

Book,  by  Kate  D."  Clark,  7s.  6d. 
French  Revolution,  Letters  from 

Paris,  translated,  10s.  6d. 
Fresh  Woods  and  Pastures  New, 

by  the  Author  of  "An  Angler's 

Days,"  5s.,  Is.  6d-,  Is. 
FRIEZE,    Dupre,  Florentine 

Sculptor,  7s.  6d. 
FRISWELL,  J.  H.  See  Gentle 

Life  Series. 
Froissart  for  Boys,  by  Lanier, 

new  ed.  7s.  6d. 
FltOUDE,  J.  A.    See  Prime 

Ministers. 
Gainsborough    and  Constable. 

See  Great  Artists. 
GASPARIN,  Sunny  Fields  and 

Shady  Woods,  6s. 
GEFFCKEN,  British  Empire, 

7s.  ed. 

Generation  of  Judges,  n.e.  7s.6d. 

Gentle  Life  Series,  edited  by  J. 
Ham  Friswell,  sm.  8vo.  6s.  per 
vol.;  calf  extra,  10s.  6d.  ea.;  16mo, 
2s.  6d.,  except  when  prioe  is  given. 

Gentle  Life. 

About  in  the  World. 

Like  unto  Christ. 

Familiar  Words,  6s.;  also  3s.  6d. 

Montaigne's  Essays. 

Sidney's  Arcadia*  6s. 

Gentle  Life,  second  series, 

Varia;  readings,  10s.  6d. 

Silent  hour;  essavs. 

Half-length  Portraits 

Essays  on  English  Writers. 

Other  People's  Windows,  6s. &2s.  Gd. 

A  Man's  Thoughts. 
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George  Eliot,  by  G.  W.  Cooke. 
10s.  6d. 

Germany.  See  Foreign  Coun- 
tries. 

GESSI,  Romolo  Pasha,  Seven 
Tears  in  the  Soudan,  18s. 

GHIBERTI  &  DONATE  LLO. 
See  Great  Artists. 

GILES,  E.,  Australia  Twice 
Traversed,  1872-76,  2  vols.  30s. 

GILL,  J.    See  Low's  Readers. 

GILLESPIE,  W-  M.,  Survey- 
ing, n.  ed.  21s. 

Giotto,  by  Harry  Quilter,  illust. 
15s. 

 See  also  Great  Artists. 

GIRDLESTONE,  C,  Private 

Devotions,  2s. 
GLADSTONE.      See  Prime 

GLENELG,  P.,  Devil  and  the 

Doctor,  Is. 
GLOVER,   R.,   Light  of  the 

World,  n.  ed.,  2s.  6i. 

GLUCK.  See  Great  Musicians. 
Goethe's  Faustus,  in  orig.  rhyme, 

by  Huth,  5s. 
  Prosa,  by  C.  A.  Bucliheini 

(Low's  German  Series),  3s.  6d. 
GOLDSMITH,  O.,  She  Stoops 

to  Conquer,  by  Austin  Dobson, 

illusfc  by  E.  A.  Abbey,  8k. 

 See  also  Choice  Editions. 

GOOCH,  Fanny  C,  Mexicans, 

16s. 

GOODALL,  Life  and  Land- 
scape on  the.  Norfolk  Broads,  126s. 
and  210s. 

 &EMERSON,  Pictures  of 

Enst  Anglian  Life,  £5  5s.  and  £7  7s. 
GOODMAN,  E.  J.,  The  Best 

Tour  in  Norway,  6s. 

 &  A.,  Fen  Skating,  5s. 

GOODYEAR,W.  H.,  Grammar 

of  the  Lotus,  Ornament  and  Sun 

Worship,  63s.  nett. 


GORDON,  J.  E.  H.,  Physical 
Treatise  on  Electricity  and  Mag- 
netism. 3rd  ed.  2  vols.  42s. 

 Electric  Lighting,  18s. 

 School  Electricity,  5s. 

 Mrs.  J.  E.  H.,  Decorative 

Electricity,  illust.  12s. 

GOWER,  Lord  Ronald,  Sand- 
look  to  the  Art  Galleries  of  Belgium 
and  Holland,  5s. 

 Northbrook  Gallery,  63s. 

and  105s. 

 Portraits  at  Castle  Howard. 

2  vols.  126s. 

 See  also  Great  Artists. 

GRAESSI,  Italian  Dictionary, 
3s.  6d . ;  roan,  5s. 

GRAY,  T.    See  Choice  Eds. 

Great  Artists,  Biographies, 
illustrated,  emblematical  bind- 
ing, 3s.  6cl.  per  vol.  except  where 
the  price  is  giren. 

Barbizon  School,  2  vols. 

Claude  le  Lorrain. 

Correggio,  2s.  6d. 

Cox.  and  De  Wint. 

George  Cruikshank. 

Delia  Eobbia  and  Cellini,  2s.  Qd. 

Albrecht  Diirer. 

Figure  Paintings  of  Holland. 

Fra  Angelico,  Masaccio,  &c. 

Fra  Bartolommeo,  &c. 

Gainsborough  and  Constable. 

Ghiberti  and  Donatello,  2s.  6d. 

Giotto,  by  H.  Quilter,  15s. 

Hogarth,  by  A.  Dobson. 

Hans  Holbein. 

Landscape  Painters  of  Holland. 
Land  seer. 

Leonardo  da  Vinci. 

Little  Masters  of   Germany,  by 

Scott ;  ed.  de  luxe,  10s.  6d. 
Mantegna  and  Francia. 
Meissonier,  2s.  6d. 
Michelangelo. 
Mulready. 

Muiillo,  by  Minor,  2s.  Gd. 

Overbeck. 

Raphael. 


12 


A  Select  List  of  Books 


Great  Artists — continued. 

Rembrandt. 
Reynolds. 

Rornney  and  Lawrence,  2s.  6d. 

Rubens,  by  Kett. 

Tintoretto,  by  Osier. 

Titian,  by  Heath. 

Turner,  by  Monkhouae. 

Vandyck  and  Hals. 

Velasquez. 

Vernet  &  Delaroche. 

Watteau,  by  Mollett,  2s.  6cl. 

Wilkie,  by  Mollett. 

Great  Musicians,  edited  by 
P.  Hueffer.  A  Beriea  of  bio- 
graphies, 3s.  each : — 

Bach,  by  Poole. 

Beethoven. 

*Berlioz. 

Cherubini. 

English  Church  Composers. 

*Gluck. 

Handel. 

Haydn. 

*Marcello. 

Mendelssohn. 

Mozart. 

*Palestrina  and  the  Roman  School. 
Purcell. 

Rossini  and  Modern  Italian  School. 

Schubert. 

Schumann. 

Richard  Wagner. 

Weber. 

*  Are  not  yet  published. 
Greece.    See  Foreign  Countries. 
GRIEB,  German  Dictionary,  n. 

ed.  2  vols.  21s. 
GRIMM,  H.,  Literature,  8s.  6d. 
GROHMANN,  Camps  in  the 

Rockies,  12s.  6d. 

GROVES,    J.    Percy.  See 

Low's  Standard  Books. 
GUIZOT,  History  of  England, 

illust.  3  vols,  re -issue  at  10s.  6d. 

per  vol. 

 History  of  France,  illust. 

ro-iseue,  8  vols.  10s.  6d.  each. 

 Abridged  by  Q.  Masson,  5s. 

GUYON,  Madamb,  Life,  6s. 


HADLEY,  J.,   Roman  Law, 
7s.  6ct. 

Half-length    Portraits.  See 

Gentle  Life  Series. 
HALFORD,  F.  M.,  Dry  Fly- 
fishing,  n.  ed.  25s. 

 Floating  Flies,  15s.  &  30s. 

HALL,  How  to  Live  Long,  2s. 
HALSEY,  F.  A.,  Slide  Valve 

Gears,  8s.  6d. 
HAMILTON.     See  English 

Philosophers. 
 E.   Fly-fishing,   6s.  and 

10s.  6d. 

 Riverside  Naturalist,  14s. 

HAMILTON'S  Mexican  Hand- 
book, 8s.  6d. 

HANDEL.  See  Great  Musi- 
cians. 

HANDS,  T.,  Numerical  Exer- 
cises in  Chemistry,  2s.  6$. ;  with- 
out ans.  2s.;  ans.  sep.  6d. 

Handy  Guide  to  Dry-fly  Fishing, 
by  Cotswold  Isys,  Is. 

Handy  Guide  Book  to  Japanese 
Islands,  6s.  6d. 

HARDY,  A.  S.,  Passe-rose,  6s. 

— —  Thos.  See  Low's  Stand- 
ard Novels. 

HARKUT,  F.,  Conspirator,  6s. 

HARLAND,  Marion,  Home 

Kitchen,  5s. 
Harper's  Young  People,  vols. 

I. — VII.  7s.  6d.  each;  gilt  8s. 
HARRIES,  A.    See  Nursing 

Record  Series. 
HARRIS,  W.  B.,  Land  of  the 

African  Sultan,  10s.  6d.  ;   1.  p. 

31s.  6d. 

HARRISON,   Mart,  Modern 

Cookery,  6s. 

 Skilful  Cook,  n.  ed.  5s. 

 Mrs.    B.  Old-fashioned 

Fairy  Book,  6s. 
 W.,  London  Houses,  Illust. 

n.  edit.  Is.  6d.,  6s.  net ;  &  2s.  6d. 
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HARTLEY  and  MILL.  See 

English  Philosophers. 
HATTON,  Joseph,  Journalistic 

London,  12s.  6d. 
 See  also  Low's  Standard 

Novels. 

HAWEIS,  R.H.,Broad  Church, 
6s. 

 Poets  in  the  Pulpit, 'lOs.Qd. 

new  edit.  6s. ;  also  3s.  6d. 

 Mrs.,  Housekeeping,  2s.  6d. 

 Beautiful  Houses,  4s.,  new 

edit.  It. 

HAYDN.  See  Great  Musicians. 
HAZLITT,  W.,  Bound  Table, 
2s  6d. 

HEAD,  Percy  R.    See  Illus. 

Text  Books  and  Great  Artists. 
HEARD,  A.F.,  Bussian  Church, 

16s. 

HEARN,  L.,  Touma,  5s. 
HEATH,  F.  G.,  Fern  World, 

12s.  6d.,  new  edit.  6s. 
•  Gertrude,  Tell  us  Why, 

2s.  6*. 

HELDMANN,  B.,  Mutiny  of 

the  "  Leander,"  7s.  6(2.  and  5s. 
—  See  also  Low's  Standard 

Books  for  Boys. 
HENTY,  G.  A.,  Hidden  Foe, 

2  vols.  21s. 

 See  also  Low's  Standard 

Books  for  Boys. 
  Richmond,  Australians, 

5s. 

HERBERT,   T.,   Salads  and 

Sandwiches,  6d. 
HICKS,  C.  S.,  Our  Boys,  and 

what  to  do  with  Them ;  Merchant 

Service,  5s. 
,        Yachts,  Boats,  and  Canoes, 

10s.  6d. 

HIGGINSON,  T.  W.,  Atlantic 

Essays,  6s. 
 History  of  the  U.S.,  lllust. 

14s. 


HILL,  A.  Staveley,  From 
Home  to  Home  in  N.-W.  Canada, 
21s.,  new  edit.  7s.  6d. 

 G.  B.,  Footsteps  of  John- 
son, 63s, ;  edition  de  luxe,  147s. 

HINMAN,  R.,  Eclectic  Physi- 
cal Geography,  5s. 

Hints  on  proving  Wills  without 
Professional  Assistance,  n.  ed.  Is. 

HOEY,  Mrs.  Cashel.  See 
Low's  Standard  Novels. 

HOFEER,  Caoutchouc  $  Gutta 
Percha,  12s.  6d. 

HOGARTH.    See  Gr.  Artists. 

HOLBEIN.    See  Great  Artists. 

HOLDER,  Charles  F.,  Ivory 
King,  8s.  6d. 

 Living  Lights,  8s.  6d. 

 Marvels  of  Animal  Life, 

8s.  6d. 

HOLM,  Saxe,  Draxy  Miller, 
.     2s.  6d.  and  2s. 

HOLMES,  0.  Wendell,  Before 

the  Curfew,  5s. 

 Over  the  Tea  Cups,  6s. 

 Iron  Gate,  Sfc,  Poems,  6s. 

 Last  Leaf,  42s. 

 Mechanism    in  Thought 

and  Morals,  Is.  6d. 
 Mortal  Antipathy,  8s.  6d., 

2s.  and  Is. 
 Our  Hundred  Days  in 

Europe,  new  edit.  6s.;  1.  paper 

15s. 

 Poetical  Works,  new  edit., 

2  vols.  10s.  6d. 
  Works,  prose,  10  vols. ; 

poetry,  4  vols.;  14   vols.  84s. 

Limited  large  paper  edit.,  14  vols. 

294s.  nett. 
  See  also  Low's  Standard 

Novels  and  Rose  Library. 
HOLUB,    E.,   South  Africa, 

2  vols.  42s. 
HOPKINS,  Manley,  Treatise 

on  the  Cardinal  Numbers,  2t,  6d. 
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Horace  in  Latin,  with  Smart's 
literal  translation,  2s.  6d. ;  trans- 
lation only,  Is.  6d. 

HORETZKY,  C,  Canada  on 
the  Pacific,  5s. 

Sow  and  where  to  Fish  in 
Ireland,  by  H.  Eegan,  3s.  6d. 

HOWARD,  Blanche  W.,  Tony 
the  Maid,  3s.  Gd. 

■  See  also  Low's  Standard 
Novels. 

HOWELLS,  W.  D.,  Suburban 

Sketches,  7s.  6d. 

  Undiscovered  Country, 

3s.  fid.  and  Is. 
HO  WORTH,  H.  H.,  Glacial 

Nightmare,  18s. 
 Mammoth  and  the  Flood, 

18s. 

HUDSON,  N.  H.,  Purple  Land 
that  England  Lost;  Banda  Orien- 
tal 2  vols.  21s. :  1  vol.  6s. 

HUEFFER.  E.  See  Great 
Musicians. 

HUGHES,  Hugh  Price.  See 
Preachers. 

HUME,  Creature  of  the 
Night,  Is. 

Humorous  Art  at  tlie  Naval 

Exhibition,  l.«. 

HUMPHREYS,  Jennet,  Some 

Little  Britons  in  Brittany,  2s.  Gd. 
Hundred  Greatest  Men,  new 

edit,  one  vol.  21s. 
HUNTINGDON,  The  Squire's 

Nieces,  2s.  Gd.  (Playt:me  Library.) 
HYDE,   Hundred    Tears  bp 

Post,  Is. 

Hymnal  Companion  to  tlie 
Book  of  Common  Prayer,  separate 
lists  gratis. 

Iceland.  See  Foreign  Countries. 

Illustrated  Text-Books  of  Art- 
Education,  edit,  by  E.  J.  Poynter, 
R.A.,  illust.  5s.  each. 

Architecture,  Classic  and  Early 
Christian. 


Illust.  Text-Books — continued. 
Architecture,  Gothio  and  Renais- 
sance. 

German,    Flemish,    and  Dutch 

Painting. 
Painting,  Classic  and  Italian. 
Painting,  English  and  American. 
Soulpture,  modern. 
Sculpture,  by  G.  Redford. 
Spanish  and  French  artists. 

INDERWICK,  F.  A.,  Inter- 
regnum, 10s.  6d. 

 Sidelights  on  the  Stuartss 

new  edit.  7s.  6d. 

INGELOW,  Jean,  See  Low's 
Standard  Novels. 

INGLIS,  Our  New  Zealand 
Cousins,  6s. 

 Sport  and  Work  on  the 

Nepaul  Frontier,  21s. 

 Tent  Life  in  Tiger  Land, 

18s. 

IRVING,  W.,  Little  Britain, 

10s.  (yd.  and  6s. 
  Works,  "  Geoffrey  Cray- 
on" edit.  27  vols.  161.  16s. 
JACKSON,  J.,  Handwriting 

in  Relation,  to  Hygiene,  3d. 
 New  Style  Vertical  Writing 

Copy-Books,  Series  I.  1 — 8,  2d. 

and  Id.  each. 
 Neto    Code  Copy-Books, 

22  Nos.  2d.  each. 
 SJwrthand  of  Arithmetic, 

Companion  to  all  Arithmetics, 

1*.  6d. 

 L.,  Ten  Centuries  of  Euro- 
pean Progress,  with  maps,  12?.  6d. 

JAMES,  Croake,  Law  and 
Lawyer*,  new  edit.  7s.  6d. 

 Henry.    See  Daudet,  A. 

JAMES  and  MOLE'S  French 

Dictionary,  3s.  6d.  cloth  ;  roan,  5s. 

JAMES,  German  Dictionary, 

3s.  6d.  cloth  j  roan  5s. 
J  ANVIER,    Aztec  Treasure 

House,  7s.  Gd. ;  new  edit.  5*. 


In  all  Departments  of  Literature.  1 5 


Japan.    See  Foreign  Countries. 

JEFFEKIES,  Richard,  Ama- 
ryllis at  the  Fair,  7s.  Gd. 

 Bevis,  new  edit.  5s. 

JEPHSON,  A.  J.  M.,  Emin 
Pasha  relief  expedition,  21s. 

JERDON.  See  Low's  Standard 
S©ri6S 

JOHNSTON,  H.H.,  The  Congo, 
21s. 

JOHNSTON-LAVIS,   H.  J., 

South  Italian  Volcanoes,  15s. 

JOHNSTONE,  D.  L.,  Land  of 

the  Mountain  Kingdom,  new  edit. 

3s.  6<L  and  2s.  6d. 
JONES,  Mrs.  Herbert,  San- 

dringham,    Past    and  Present, 

illust.,  new  edit.  8s.  6d. 
JULIEN,   F.,  Conversational 

French  Reader,  2s.  6d. 
 English  Student's  French 

Examine*,  2s. 
 First  Lessons  in  Conversa- 
tional French  Grammar,  n.ed.  Is. 
 French  at  Home  and  at 

School,  Book  I.  accidence,  2s. ; 

key,  3s. 

 Petites  Lecons  de  Conver- 
sation et  de  Qrammaire,  n.  ed.  3s. 
 Petites     Legons,  with 

phrases,  3s.  6d. 
 Phrases  of  Daily  Use, 

separately,  6d. 
KARR,  H.  W.  Seton,  Shores 

and  Alps  of  Alaska,  16s. 
KARSLAND,  Veva,  Women 

and  their  Work,  Is. 
KAY.    See  Foreign  Countries. 
KENNEDY,  E.  B.,  Blacks  and 

Bushrangers,  new  edit.  5s.,  3s.  6d. 

and  2s.  Gd. 
KERR,  "W.  M.,  Far  Interior, 

the  Cape,  Zambesi,  Sfc,  2  vols.  32s. 
KERSHAW,  S.  W.,  Protest- 

ants  from  France  in  their  English 

Borne,  6s. 
KETT,  C.  W.,  Rubens,  3s.  6d. 


Khedives  and  Pashas,  7s.  6d. 
KILNER,  E.  A.,  Four  Welsh 

Counties,  5s. 
King  and  Commons.  See  Cavalier 

in  Bavard  Series. 

KINGSLEY,  R.  G.,  Children 

of  Westminster  Abbey,  5s. 
KINGSTON.       See  Low's 

Standard  Books. 
KIPLING,  Rudyard,  Soldiers 

Three,  Sfc,  stories,  Is. 
 Story  of  the  Gadsbys,  new 

edit.  Is. 

 In  Black  and  White,  &c, 

stories,  Is. 
  Wee  Willie  Winkie,  Sfc, 

stories,  Is. 
  Under  the  Deodars,  4'c-t 

stories,  Is. 
 Phantom  Rickshaw,  4~c-> 

stories,  Is. 
*#*  The  six  collections  of  scenes 

may  also  be  had  in  2  vols.  3s.  6d. 

 Stories,  Library  Edition, 

2  vols.  6s.  each. 

KIRKALDY,  W.  G.,  David 
Kirkaldy's  Mechanical  Testing,  84s. 

KNIGHT,  A.  L.,  In  the  Web 
of  Destiny,  7s.  Gd. 

  E.  F.,  Cruise  of  the  Fal- 
con, new  edit.  3s.  Gd. 

 E.  J.,  Albania  and  Monte- 
negro, 12s.  Gd. 

 V.  C,  Church  Unity,  5s. 

KNOX,  T.  W.,  Boy  Travellers, 
new  edit.  5s. 

KNOX-LITTLE,  W.  J.,  Set- 

mons,  os.  Gd. 

KUNHARDT,  C.  P.,  Small 

Yachts,  new  edit.  50s. 

 Steam  Yachts,  16s. 

KWONG,  English  Phrases,  21s. 
LABOULLAYE,  E.,  Abdallah, 

2s.  Gd. 

LALANNE,    Etching,  Us.  6a\ 
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LAMB,  Chas.,  Essays  of  Elia, 
with  designs  by  C.  0.  Murray,  Gs. 

LAMBERT,  Angling  Litera- 
ture, 3s.  Gd. 

Landscape  Painters  of  Holland. 
See  Great  Artists. 

LANDSEER.  See  Great  Ar- 
tists. 

LANGLEY,  S.  P.,  New  Astro- 

nomy,  10s.  Gd. 

LANIER,  S.,  Boy's  Froissart, 

7s.  Gd. ;    King  Arthur,  7  s.   Gd. ; 

Mabinogion,  7s.  6d. ;  Percy,  7s.  6d. 
LAN SD  ELL,  Henry,  Through 

Siberia,  1  v.  15s.  and  10s.  Gd. 
 Russia  in  Central  Atia, 

2  vols.  42s. 

 Through  Central  Asia,  12s. 

LARD  EN,  W.,  School  Course 

on  Heat,  n.  ed.  5s. 
LAURIE,  A.,   Secret  of  the 

Magian,  the  Mystery  of  Ecbatana, 

alius.  Gs.  See  also  Low's  Standard 

Books. 

LAWRENCE,  Sergeant,  Auto- 

liography,  Gs. 
 and  ROMNEY.  See  Great 

Artists. 

LA  YARD,  Mrs.,  West  Indies, 
2s.  Gd. 

LEA,  H.  C,  Inquisition,  3  vols. 
42s. 

LEARED,  A.,  Marocco,  n.  ed. 
16s. 

LEAVITT,  New  World  Trage- 
dies, 7s.  Gd. 

LEFFINGWELL,  W  B., 
Shooting,  18s. 

  Wild     Fowl  Shooting, 

10s.  Gd. 

LEFROY,  W.,   Dean.  See 

Preachers. 
LELAND,  C.  G.,  Algonquin 

Legends,  8s. 
LEMON,  M.,  Small  House  over 

Ihe  Water,  6s. 


Leo  XIII.  Life,  18s. 
Leonardo  da  Vinci.    See  Great 
Artists. 

 Literary  Works,  by  J.  P. 

Richter,  2  vols.  252s. 
LIEBER,  Telegraphic  Cipher, 

42s.  nett. 
Like  unto  Christ.    See  Gentle 

Life  Series. 
LITTLE,  Arch.  J.,  Yang-tse 

Gorges,  n.  ed.,  10s.  Gd. 
Little  Masters  of  Germany.  See 

Great  Artists. 
LONGFELLOW,  Miles  Stan- 

dish,  illus.  21s. 
— —  Maidenhood,  with  col.  pi. 

2s.  Gd. ;  gilt  edges,  3s.  Gd. 
 Nuremberg,  photogr.  illu. 

31s.  Gd. 

 Song  of  Hiawatha,  illust. 

21s. 

LOOMIS,  E.,  Astronomy,  n.  ed. 
8s.  6d. 

LORNE,  Marquis  of,  Canada 

and  Scotland,  7s.  Gd. 
  Palmerston.     See  Prime 

Ministers. 
Louis,     St.        See  Bayard 

Series. 

Low's  French  Readers,  edit,  by 
0.  F.  Clifton,  I.  3d.,  II.  3d.,  III. 
6d. 

  German     Series.  See 

Goethe,  Meissner,  Sandars,  and 
Schiller. 

  London  Charities,  annu- 
ally, Is.  Gd. ;  sewed,  Is. 

 Illustrated  Germ.  Primer, 

Is. 

  Infant  Primers,  I.  illus. 

3d.  ;  II.  illus.  Gd.  and  7d. 
 Pocket  Encyclopedia,  with 

plates,  3s.  Gd. ;  roan,  4s.  Gd. 
 Readers,  I.,  9d.  ;  II.,  \0d.; 

III.,  Is. ;  IV.,  Is.  3d. ;  V.,  Is.  id. ; 

VI.,  Is.  Gd. 
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Low's  Select  Parchment  Series. 
Aldrich   (T.  B.)   Friar  Jerome's 

Beautiful  Book,  3s.  6d. 
Lewis  (Rev.  Gerrard),  Ballads  of 

the  Cid,  2s.  6d. 
Whit  tier  (J.  G.)  The  King's  Missive. 

3s.  6d. 

Low's  Stand.  Library  of  Travel 
(except  where  price  is  stated),  per 
volume,  7s.  6d. 

1 .  Butler,  Great  Lone  Land  ;  also 
3s.  6d. 

2.   Wild  North  Land. 

3.  Stanley  (H.  M.)  Coomassie, 
3s.  6d. 

4.  How  I  Found  Livingstone ; 

also  3s.  6d. 

5.   Through,  the  Dark  Con- 
tinent, 1  vol.  illust.,  12s.  6<Z. ;  also 
3*.  6d. 

8.  MacGahan  (J.  A.)  Oxus. 

9.  Spry,  voyage,  Challenger. 

10.  Burnaby's  Asia  Minor,  10s.  6d. 

11.  Schweinfurth's  Heart  of  Africa, 
2  vols.  15s. ;  also  3s.  6d.  each.i 

12.  Marshall  (W.)  Through  America. 

13.  Lansdell  (H).  Through.  Siberia, 
10s.  6d. 

14.  Coote,  South  by  East,  10s.  Gd. 

15.  Knight,  Cruise  of  the  Falcon, 
also  3s.  6d. 

16.  Thomson  (Joseph)  Through 
Masai  Land. 

19.  Ashe  (K.  P.)  Two   Kings  of 

Uganda,  3s.  6d. 
Low's  Standard  Novels  (except 

where  price  is  stated),  6s. 
Baker,  John  Westacott. 
Black  (W.)  Craig  Royston. 

 Daughter  of  Heth. 

 House  Boat. 

 Tn  Far  Lochaber. 

 In  Silk  Attire. 

 Kilmeny. 

 Lady  Siverdale's  Sweet- 
heart. 

 New  Prince  Fortunatus. 

<  Penance  of  John  Logan. 

 Stand  Fast,  Craig  Rovston  ! 

  Sunrise. 

 Three  Feather  a. 


Low's  Stand.  Novels — continued 
Blackmore  (R.  D.)  Alice  Lorraine, 

 Christowell. 

 Clara  Vaughan. 

 Cradock  No  well. 

 Cripps  the  Carrier. 

 Breme,  or  My  Father's  Sins. 

 Kit  and  Kitty. 

—  Lorna  Doone. 

 Mary  Anerley. 

 Sir  Thomas  Upmore. 

 Springhaven. 

Bremont,  Gentleman  Digger. 
Brown  (Robert)  Jack  Abbott's  Log. 
Bynner,  Agnes  Surriage. 

  Begum's  Daughter. 

Cable  (G.  W.)  Bonaventure,  5s. 
Coleridge  (C.  R.)  English  Squire. 
Craddock,  Despot  of  Broomsedge. 
Croker  (Mrs.  B.  M.)  Some  One  Else. 
Cumberland  (Stuart)  Vasty  Deep. 
De   Leon,   Under  the  Stars  and 

Crescent. 
Edwards  (Miss  Betham)  Half-way, 
Eggleston,  Juggernaut. 
French  Heiress  in  her  own  Chateau. 
Gilliat  (E.)  Story  of  the  Dragon- 

nades. 

Hardy  (A.  S. )  Passe-rose. 

 (Thos.)  Far  from  the  Madding. 

 Hand  of  Ethelberta. 

  Laodicean. 

 Mayor  of  Casterbridge. 

 Pair  of  Blue  Eyes. 

 Return  of  the  Native. 

 Trumpet-Major. 

 Two  on  a  Tower. 

Harkut,  Conspirator. 
Hatton  (J.)  Old  House  at  Sand- 
wich. 

 Three  Recruits. 

Hoey  (Mrs.  Cashel)  Golden  Sorrow. 

 Out  of  Court. 

 Stern  Chase. 

Howard  (Blanche  W.)  Open  Door. 
Ingelow  (Jean)  Don  John. 

 John  Jerome,  5s. 

 Sarah  de  Berenger. 

Lathrop,  Newport,  5s. 

Mac  Donald  (Geo.)  Adela  Cathcart. 

 Guild  Court. 
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Lotos  Stand.  Novels — continued. 
Mac  Donald  (Geo.)  Mary  Marston. 
 Orta. 

 Stephen  Archer,  &o. 

 The  Vicar's  Daughter. 

 Weighed  and  Wanting. 

Macmaster,  Our  Pleasant  ViceB. 

Macquoid  (Mrs.)  Diane. 

Musgrave  (Mrs.)  Miriam. 

Osborn,  Spell  of  Ashtaroth,  5s. 

Prince  Maskiloff. 

Riddell  (Mrs.)  Alaric  Spenceley. 

 Daisies  and  Buttercups. 

 Senior  Partner. 

 Struggle  for  Fame. 

Eussell  (W.  Clark)  Betwixt  the 
Forelands. 

 Frozen  Pirate. 

 Jack's  Courtship. 

— —  John  Holdsworth. 

 Little  Loo. 

 My  Watch  Below. 

 Ocean  Free  Lance. 

 Sailor's  Sweetheart. 

  Sea  Queen. 

 Strange  Voyage. 

 The  Lady  Maud. 

 Wreck  of  the  Grosvenor. 

Steuart,  Kil groom. 

Stockton  (F.  R.)  Ardis  Claverden. 

 Bee-man  of  Orn,  5s. 

 Hundredth  Man. 

 The  late  Mrs.  Null. 

Stoker,  Snake's  Pass. 

Stowe  (Mrs.)  Old  Town  Folk. 

 Poganuc  People. 

Thomas,  House  on  the  Scar,. 

Thomson,  Ulu,  an  African  Ro- 
mance. 

Tourgee,  Murvale  Eastman. 
Tytler  (S.)  Duchess  Frances. 
Vane,  From  the  Dead. 
Wallace  (Lew.)  Ben  Hnr. 
Warner,   Little    Journey   in  the 
World. 

Woolson  (Constance  Fenimore) 
Anne. 

<  East  Angles. 

■  For  the  Major,  5s. 

■        Jupiter  Lights. 

See  also  Sea  Stories. 


Lord's  Stand.  Novels,  new  issue 
at  short  intervals,  2s.  6d.  and  2s. 
Blackmore,  Alice  Lorraine. 

 Christowell. 

 Cl&>ra  Vaughan. 

 Cripps  the  Carrier. 

 Kit  and  Kitty. 

 Lorna  Doone. 

 Mary  Anerley. 

 Tommy  Upmore. 

Cable,  Bonaventure. 
Croker,  Some  One  Else. 
Cumberland,  Vasty  Deep. 
De  Leon,  Under  the  Stars. 
Edwards,  Half-way. 
Hardy,  Laodicean. 

 Madding  Crowd. 

 Mayor  of  Casterbridge. 

 Trumpet-Major, 

 Two  on  a  Tower. 

Hatton,  Old  House  at  Sandwich. 

 Three  Recruits. 

Hoey,  Golden  Sorrow. 

 Out  of  Court. 

 Stern  Chase. 

Holmes,  Guardian  Angel. 
Ingelow,  John  Jerome. 

 Sarah  de  Berenger. 

Mac  Donald,  Adela  Cathcart. 

 Guild  Court. 

— —  Stephen  Archer. 

 Vicar's  Daughter. 

Oliphant,  Innocent. 

Riddell,  Daisies  and  Buttercups. 

 Senior  Partner. 

Stockton,  Bee-man  of  Orn,  5s. 
 Dusantes. 

 Mrs.  Leeks  and  Mrs.  Aleshine. 

Stowe,  Dred. 

 Old  Town  Folk. 

 Poganuc  People.' 

Thomson,  Ulu. 

Walford,  Her  Great  Idea,  Ac, 
Stories. 

Low's  German  Series,  a  gradu- 
ated course.    See  "  German." 

Low's  Headers.  See  English 
Reader  and  French  Reader. 

Low's  Standard  Books  for  Boys, 
with  numerous  illustrations, 
2s.  6d.  each ;  gilt  edges,  3s.  6d. 
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Low's  Stand.  Books  for  Boys — 

continued. 
Adventures  in  New  Guinea :  the 

Narrative  of  Louis  Tregance. 
Biait  (Lucien)  Adventures   of  a 

Young  Naturalist. 

 My  Eambles  in  the  New  World. 

Boussenard,  Crusoes  of  Guiana. 
 Gold  Seekers,  a  sequel  to  the 

above. 

Butler  (Col.  Sir  Wm,  K.C.B.)  Bed 
Cloud,  the  Solitary  Sioux:  a  Tale 
of  the  Great  Prairie. 

Cahun  (Leon)  Adventures  of  Cap- 
tain Mago. 

 Blue  Banner. 

Celiere,  Startling  Exploits  of  the 
Doctor. 

Chaillu  (Paul  du)  Wild  Life  under 

the  Equator. 
Collingwood  (Harry)  Under  the 

Meteor  Flag. 

 Voyage  of  the  Aurora. 

Cozzens  (S.W.)  Marvellous  Country. 
Dodge  (Mrs.)  Hans  Brinker;  or, 

The  Silver  Skates. 
Du  Chaillu  (Paul)  Stories  of  the 

Gorilla  Country. 
Erckmann     Chatrian,  Brothers 

Rantzan. 

Fenn(G.Manville)  Off  to  the  Wilds. 

— -  Silver  Canon. 

Groves  (Percy)  Charmouth  Grange; 

a  Tale  of  the  17th  Century. 
Heldmann  (B.)  Mutiny  on  Board 

the  Ship  Leander. 
Henty  (G.  A.)  Cornet  of  Horse  :  a 

Tale  of  Marlborough's  Wars. 
 Jack  Archer  $  a  Tale  of  the 

Crimea. 

.  Winning-his  Spurs :  a  Tale  of 

tha  Crusades. 

Johnstone  (D.  Lawson)  Mountain 
Kingdom. 

Kennedy  (E.  B.)  Blacks  and  Bush- 
rangers in  Queensland. 

Kingston  (W.  H.  G.)  Ben  Burton; 
or,  Born  and  Bred  at  bea. 

 Captain   Mngford  ;    or,  Our 

Salt  and  Fresh  Water  Tutors. 

 Dick  Oheveley. 

 Heir  of  Kilnnnan. 


Loto's  Stand.  Books  for  Boys — 

continued. 
Kingston  (W.  H.  G.)  Snowshoee 

and  Canoes. 

  Two  Supercargoes. 

 With  Axe  and  Rifle  on  the 

Western  Prairies. 
Laurie  (A.)  ConqueBt  of  the  Moon. 
 New  York  to  Brest  in  Seven 

Hours. 

MacGregor  (John)    A  Thousand 

Miles  in  the  Bob  Roy  Canoe  on 

Rivers  and  Lakes  of  Europe. 
Maclean  (H.  E.)  Maid  of  the  Ship 

Qolden  Age. 
Meunier,  Great  Hunting  Grounds 

of  the  World. 
Muller,  Noble  Words  and  Deeds. 
Perelaer,    The   Three  Deserters; 

or,  Kan  Away  from  the  Dutch. 
Reed  (Talbot  Baines)  Sir  Ludar  :  a 

Tale  of  the  Days  of  the  Good 

Qneen  Bess. 
Rousselet  (Louis)  Drummer-boy :  a 

Story  of  the  Time  of  Washington. 

 King  of  the  Tigers. 

 Serpent  Charmer. 

 Son    of    the    Constable  of 

France. 

Russell  (W.  Clark)  Frozea  Pirates. 
Stanley,  My  Kalulu—  Prince,  King 

and  Slave. 
Winder  (F.  H.)  Lost  in  Africa. 

Low's  Standard  Series  of  Books 
by  popular  writers,  cleth  gilt, 
2s. ;  gut  edges,  2s.  6d.  each. 

AJcott  (L.  M.)  A  Rose  in  Bloom. 

 -  An  Old-Fashioned  Girl. 

 .  Aunt  Jo's  Scrap  Bag. 

  Eight  Cousins,  illust. 

 Jack  and  Jill. 

  Jimmy's  Cruise. 

,  Little  Men. 

  LittleWomenandLittleWomen 

Wedded. 

I   .  Lulu's  Library,  illust. 

 Shawl  Straps. 

.  Silver  Pitchers. 

 Spinning- Wheel  Stories. 

 Under  the  Lilacs,  illust. 

—  -  Work  and  Beginning  Again,  ill. 
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Low's  Stand.  Serizs — continued. 
Alden  (  W.  L.)  Jimmy  Brown,  illust. 

 Trying  to  Find  Europe. 

Bunyan  (John)  Pilgrim's  Progress, 

(extra  volume),  gilt,  2s. 
De  Witt  (Madame)  An  Only  Sister. 
Francis  (Francis)  Erio  and  Ethel, 

illust. 

Holm  (Saxe)  Draxy  Miller's  Dowry. 
Jerdon  (Gert.)  Keyhole  Country, 
illust. 

Eobinson  (Phil)  In  My  Indian 
Garden. 

 Under  the  Punkah. 

Roe  (E.  P.)  Nature's  Serial  Story. 

Saintine,  Picciola. 

Samuels,  Forecastle  to  Cabin,  illust. 

Sandeau  (Jules)  Seagull  Rock. 

Stowe  (Mrs.)  Dred. 

 Ghost  in  the  Mill,  &o. 

 My  Wife  and  I. 

■  We  and  our  Neighbours. 

See  also  Low's  Standard  Series. 

Tooley  (Mrs.)  Life  of  Harriet 
Beecher  Stowe. 

Warner  (C.  Dudley)  In  the  Wilder- 
ness. 

 My  Summer  in  a  Garden. 

Whitney  (Mrs.)  A  Summer  in  Leslie 
Goldthwaite's  Life. 

 Faith  Gartney's  Girlhood. 

 Hitherto. 

 Real  Folks. 

 The  Gayworfchys. 

 We  Girls. 

— —  The  Other  Girls  :  a  Sequel. 

%*  A  new  illustrated  list  of  books 
for  boys  and  girls,  with  portraits 
of  celebrated  authors,  sent  post 
free  on  application. 

LOWELL,  J.  R.,  Among  my 
Books,  Series  I.  and  II.,  7s.  6d. 
each. 

 My  Study  Windows,  n.  ed. 

Is. 

•  Vision  of  Sir  Launfal, 
illus.  63s. 

MACDONALD,  A.,  Our  Scep- 
tred Isle,  3s.  6d. 

•  D.,  Oceania,  6s. 


MACDONALD,  Geo.,  Castle 

Warlock,  a  Homely  Romance,  3 

vols.  31s.  6d. 
 See  also  Low's  Standard 

Novels. 

 Sm  John  A.,  Life. 

MACDOWALL,    Alex.  B., 

Curve  Pictures  of  JLondon,  Is. 
MACGAHAN,  J.  A.,  Oxus, 

7s.  6d. 

MACGOUN,  Commercial  Cor- 
respondence, 5s. 

MACGREGOR,  J.,  Rob  Boy  in 
the  Baltic,  n.  ed.  3s.  6d.  and  2s.  6d. 

 Bob  Boy  Canoe,  new  edit., 

3s.  6d.  and  2s.  6cZ. 

  Yawl  Bob  Boy,  new  edit., 

3s.  6d.  and  2s.  ed. ' 

MACKENNA,  Brave  Men  in 
Action,  10s.  6cZ. 

MACKENZIE,  Sib  Moeell, 
Fatal  Illness  of  Frederick  the 
Noble,  2s.  Qd. 

MACKINNON"  and  SHAD- 
BOLT,  South  African  Campaign, 
50s. 

MACLAREN.A.  See  Preachers. 
MACLEAN,  H.  E.    See  Low's 

Standard  Books. 
MACMASTER.      See  Low's 

Standard  Novels. 
MACMURDO,  E.,  History  of 

Portugal,  21s. ;  II.  21s.;  III.  21s. 
MAHAN,  A.  T.,  Influence  of 

Sea  Power  on  History,  18s. 
Maid  of  Florence,  10s.  Qd. 
MAIN,  MBs.,Hiffh  Life,  10s.  Qd. 

 See  also  Burnaby,  Mrs. 

MALAN,  A.  N.,  Cobbler  of  Cor- 

nikeranium,  5s. 
 C.  F.  de  M.,  Uric  and 

Connie's  Cruise,  5s. 
Man's  Thoughts.    See  Gentle 

Life  Series. 
MANLEY,   J.   J.,  Fish  and 
Fishing,  6s. 
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MANTEGNA  and  FRANCIA. 

See  Great  Artists. 
MARCH,  F.  A.,  Comparative 

Anglo-Saxon,  Grammar,  12s. 
•  Anglo-Saxon  Header, 

7s.  6d. 

MARKHAM,    Adm.,  Naval 

Career,  14s. 
  Whaling  Cruise,  new  edit. 

7s.  6d. 

—  C.  R.,  Peru.    See  Foreign 

Countries. 

 Fighting  Veres,  18s. 

 War  Between  Peru  and 

Chili,  10s.  6d. 
MARSH,  G.  P.,  Lectures  on 

the  English  Language,  IBs. 
 Origin  and  History  of  the 

English  Language,  18s. 
MARSHALL,  W.  G.,  Through 

America,  new  edit.  7s.  6d. 
MARSTON,  E.,  How  Stanley 

wrote  "  In  Darkest  Africa,"  Is. 
 See  also  Amateur  Angler, 

Frank's    Eanche,    and  Fresh 

Woods. 

 W.j  Eminent  Actors,  n.  ed. 

6s. 

MARTIN",  J.  W.,  Float  Fish- 

ing  and  Spinning,  new  edit.  2s. 
Massage.    See  Nursing  Record 

Series. 

MATTHEWS,  J.  W.,  Incwadi 

Yami,  lis. 
MAURY,  M.  F.,  Life,  12s.  6d. 
 Physical  Geography  and 

Meteorology  of  the  Sea,  new  ed.',6s. 
MEISSNER,  A.  L.,  Children's 

Own  German  Book  (Low's  Series), 

Is.  6d. 

 First    German  Reader 

(Low's  Series),  Is.  6d. 
,        Second    German  Reader 

(Low's  Series),  1*.  6d. 
MEISSONIER.     See  Great 

Artiats. 


MELBOURNE,  Lord.  See 
Prime  Ministers. 

MELIO,  G.  L.,  Swedish  Drill, 
Is.  6d. 

MENDELSSOHN  Family, 
1729-1847,  Letters  and  Journals, 
2  vols.  30s. ;  new  edit.  30s. 

 See  also  Great  Musicians. 

MERRIFIELD,  J.,  Nautical 

Astronomy,  7s.  6c?. 

MERRYLEES,  J.,  Carlsbad, 
7s.  Qd.  and  9s. 

MESNEY,W.,  Tungking,3s.  6d. 

Metal  Workers'  Recipes  and 
Processes,hj  W.  T.  Brannt,  12s. 6d. 

MEUNIER,  V  See  Low's 
Standard  Books. 

Michelangelo.  See  Great  Art- 
ists. 

MILFORD,  P.  Ned  Stafford's 

Experiences,  5s. 
MILL,  James.     See  English 

Philosophers. 
MILLS,  J.,  Alternative  Elemen- 
tary Chemistry,  Is.  6d. 
— —  Chemistry  Based  on  the 

Science  and  Art  Syllalus,  2s.  6d. 
 Elementary  Chemistry, 

answers,  2  vols.  Is.  each. 
MILTON'S     Allegro.  See 

Choice  Editions. 
MITCHELL,  D.G.(Ik.  Marvel) 

English  Lands,  Letters  and  Kings, 

2  vols.  6s.  each. 
  Writings,  new  edit,  per 

vol.  5s. 

MITFORD,  J.,  Letters,  3s.  6d. 

 Miss,  Our  Village,  illust. 

5s. 

Modern  Etchings,  63s.  &  3 Is. 6d. 
MOLLETT,  J.  W.,  Dictionary 

of  Words  in  Art  and  Archceology, 

illust.  15s. 
 Etched  Examples,  31s.  6d. 

and  63s. 
 See  also  Great  Artists. 


22 


A  Select  List  of  Books 


MONCK  See  English  Philo- 
sophers. 

MONEY,  E.,  The  Truth  About 

America,  5s.  ;  new  edit.  2s.  6d. 

MONKHOUSE.  See  G.  Artists. 
Montaigne's  Essays,  revised  by 

J.  Ham  Friswell,  2s.  6d. 
— —  See  Gentle  Life  Series. 
MOORE,  J.  M.,  New  Zealand 

for  Emigrant,  Invalid,  and  Tourist, 
5s. 

MORFILL,  W-  R.,  Russia, 
3s.  6d. 

MORLEY,  Henry,  English 
Literature  in  the  Reign  of  Victoria, 
2s.  6d. 

 Five  Centuries  of  English 

Literature,  2s. 
MORSE,  E.  S.,  Japanese  Homes, 

new  edit.  10s.  6d. 
MORTEN",  Hospital  Life,  Is. 
MORTIMER,  J.,  Chess  Players 

Pocket-Book,  new  edit.  Is. 
MORWOOD,V.S.,  Our  Gipsies, 

18s. 

MOSS,  F.  J.,  Great  South  Sea, 
8s.  Gd. 

MOSS  MAN,  S.,  Japan,  3s.  6d. 
MOTTI,  Pietro,  Elementary 

Russian  Grammar,  2s.  6i. 
 Russian  Conversation 

Grammar,  5s. ;  Key,  2s. 
MOULE,  H.  C.  G.,  Sermons, 

3s.  6d. 

MOXLEY,  West  India  Sana- 
torium, and  Barbados,  3s.  Gd. 

M<  )XON,W.,  Pilocereus  Senilis, 
'As.  6d. 

MOZART,  3s.  Gr.  Musicians. 
MULLER,E.  See  Low's  Stand- 

ard  Books. 
MULLIN,  J.  P.,  Moulding  and 

Pattern  Making,  12s.  6d. 
MULREADY,  3s.  6d.  Great 

MURILLO.   See  Great  Artists. 


MUSGRAVE,  Mrs.  See  Low's 

Standard  Novels. 

 SavageLondon,  n.  e.  3s.  6d. 

My  Comforter,  $c,  Religious 

Poems,  2s.  6d. 
Napoleon  I.  See  Bayard  Series. 
Napoleon  I.  and  Marie  Louise, 

7s.  6d. 

NELSON,  Wolfred,  Panama, 
6s. 

Nelson' sWords  andDeeds,  3s.  6d. 

NETHERCOTE,  Pytchley 
Hunt,  8s.  6<J. 

New  Democracy,  Is. 

New  Zealand,  chromos,  by  Bar- 
rand,  168». 

NICHOLSON,  British  Asso- 
ciation  Work  and  Workers,  Is. 

Nineteenth  Century,  a  Monthly 
Review,  2s.  6d.  per  No. 

NISBET,  Hume,  Life  and 
Nature  Studies,  6s. 

NIXON,  Story  of  the  Transvaal, 
12s.  6i. 

Nordenskidld' 's  Voyage,  trans. 
21». 

NORDHOFF,  C,  California, 

new  edit.  12s.  6c?. 
NORRIS,    Rachel,  Nursing 

Notes,  2s. 
NORTH,  W.,  Roman  Fever, 

25s. 

Northern  Fairif  Tales,  5s. 
NORTON,  C.  L.,  Florida,  5s. 
NORWAY,  G.,  How  Martin 

Drake  Found  his  Father  illus.  5s. 
NUGENT'S  French  Dictionary, 

new  edit.  3s. 
Nuggets  of  the  Gouph,  3s. 
Nursing   Record   Series,  text 

books  and  manuals.    Edited  by 

Charles  F.  Rideal. 
1.  Leotnres  to  Nurses  on  Antiseptics 

in  Surgery.     By  E.  Stan  more 

Bishop.    With  coloured  plates, 

2s. 
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Nursing  Record  Series — contin. 

2.  Nursing  Notes.  Medical  and 
Surgical  information.  For  Hos- 
pital Nurses,  &c.  With  illustra- 
tions and  a  glossary  of  terms. 
By  Rachel  Norris  (nee  Williams), 
late  ActiDg  Superintendent  of 
Eoyal  Victoria  Military  Hospital 
at  Suez,  2s. 

3.  Praotical  Electro-Therapeutics. 
By  Arthur  Harries,  M.D.,  and 
H.  Newman  Lawrence.  With 
photographs  and  diagrams,  Is.  6(2. 

4.  Massage  for  Beginners.  Simple 
and  easy  directions  for  learning 
and  remembering  the  different 
movements.  By  Lucy  Fitch, 
Is. 

O'BRIEN,  Fifty  Years  of  Con- 
cession  to  Ireland,  vol.  i.  16s.  ; 
vol.  ii.  16s. 

 Irish  Land  Question,  2s. 

OGDEN,  James,  Fly  -  tying, 
2s.  6d. 

O'GRADY,  Bardie  Literature 

of  Ireland,  Is. 
 History  of  Ireland,  vol.  i. 

7s.  6d. ;  ii.  7s.  6d. 
Old  Masters  in  Photo.  73s.  6c?. 
Orient  Line  Guide,  new  edit. 

2s.  6d. 

ORLEBAR,  Sancta  Christina, 
5s. 

Other  People's  Windows.  See 
Gentle  Life  Series. 

OTTE,  Denmark  and  Iceland, 
3s.  6<£.    Foreign  Countries. 

Our  Little  Ones  in  Heaven,  5s. 

Out  of  School  at  Eton,  2s.  6d. 

OVERBECK.  See  Great  Art- 
ists. 

OWEN,  Douglas,  Marine  In- 
surance, 15s. 

Oxford  Days,  by  a  M.A.,  2s.  6d. 

PALGRAVE,  Chairman's 
Handbook,  new  edit.  2s. 

  Oliver  Cromwell,  10s.  6a. 


PALLISER,  China  Collector's 
Companion,  5s. 

 History  of  Lace,  n.  ed.  21s. 

P ANTON, Homes  of  Taste,2s.Qd. 
PARKE,   Emin  Pasha  Relief 

Expedition,  21s. 

PARKER,  E.  H.,  Chinese  Ac- 
count of  the  Opium  War,  Is.  6d. 

PARSONS,  J.,  Principles  of 
Partnership,  31s.  6J. 

 T.  P.,  Marine  Insurance, 

2  vols.  63s. 

PEACH,  A  nnals  of  SwainswicJc, 
10s.  6d. 

Peel.    See  Prime  Ministers. 
PELLESCHr,  G.,  Gran  Chaco, 
8s.  6d. 

PENNELL,  H.  C,  Fishing 
Tackle,  2s. 

 Sporting  Fish,  15s.  &  30s. 

Penny  Postage  Jubilee,  Is. 

PERRY,  Nora,  Another  Flock 
of  Girls,  illus.  by  Birch  &  Cope- 
land,  7s.  6d. 

Peru,  3s.  6d.  Foreign  Countries. 

PHELPS,  E.  S.,  Struggle  for 
Immortality,  5s. 

 Samuel,  Life,  by  W.  M. 

Phelps  and  Forbes-Robertson, 
12s. 

PHILLIMORE,  C.  M.,  Italian 

Literature,  new.  edit.  3s.  6d. 

PHILLIPPS,  W.  M.,  English 

Elegies,  5s. 
PHILLIPS,  L.  P.,  Dictionary 
of  Biographical  Reference,  new. 
edit.  25s. 

 W.,  Law  of  Insurance,  2 

vols.  73s.  6<Z. 
PHILPOT,    H.  J.,  Diabetes 

Mellitus,  5s. 

 Diet  Tables,  Is.  each. 

Picture  Gallery  of  British  Art. 

I.  to  VI.  18s.  each. 
 Modern  Art,  3  vols.  31s.  6d. 

each. 
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PINTO,  How  I  Grossed  Africa, 
2  vols.  42s. 

Playtime  Library.  See  Hum- 
phrey and  Huntingdon. 

Pleasant  History  of  Reynard  the 
Fox,  trans,  by  T.  Roscoe.  illus. 
7s.  6d. 

POCOCK,  K.,  Qravesend  His- 

torian,  5s. 
POE,  by  E.  C.  Stedman,  3s.  6d. 

 Raven,  ill.  by  G.  Dore,  63s. 

Poems  of  the  Inner  Life,  5s. 
Poetry  of  Nature.    See  Choice 

Editions. 
Poetry  of  the  Anti-  Jacobin,*! s.  6d. 

and  21s. 

POOLE,  Somerset  Customs  and 

Legends,  5s. 
 S.  Lane,  Egypt,  3s.  6d. 

Foreign  Countries. 
POPE,  Select  Poetical  Works, 

(Bernhard  Tauchnitz  Collection), 

PORCHER,     A.,  Juvenile 

French  Plays,  Is. 
Portraits  of  Racehorses,  4  vols. 
126s. 

POSSELT,  Structure  ot  Fibres, 
63s. 

 Textile  Design,  illuat.  28s. 

POYNTER.     See  Illustrated 

Text  Books. 
Preachers  of  the  Age,  3s.  6d.  ea. 
Living  Theology,  by  His  Grace  the 

Archbishop  of  Canterbury. 
The  Conquering  Christ,  by  Rev.  A. 

Maclaren. 
Verbum  Cruris,  by  the  Bishop  of 

Derry. 

Ethical  Christianity,  by  H.  P. 
Hughes. 

Sermons,  by  Canon  W.  J.  Knox- 
Little. 

Light  and  Peace,  by  H.  R.  Reynolds. 
Faith  and  Duty,  by  A.  M.  Fairbairn. 
Plain  Words  on  Great  Themes,  by 
J.  O.  Dykes.  3 
Sermons,  by  the  Bishop  of  Ripon. 


Preachers  of  the  Age — continued. 

Sermons,  by  Rev.  C.  H.  Spurgeon. 

Agonice  Christi,  by  Dean  Lefroy,  of 
Norwioh. 

Sermons,  by  H.  C.  G.  Moule,  M.A. 

Volumes  will  follow  in  quick  succes- 
sion by  other  ivell-known  men. 

Prime  Ministers,  a  series  of 
political  biographies,  edited  by 
Stuart  J.  Reid,  3s.  6d.  each. 

1.  Earl  of  Beaconsfield,  by  J.  An- 
thony Froude. 

2.  Viscount  Melbourne,  by  Henry 
Dunckley  (•*  Verax"). 

3.  Sir  Robert  Peel,  by  Justin 
McCarthy. 

4.  Viscount  Palmerston,  by  the 
Marquis  of  Lome. 

5.  Earl  Russell,  by  Stuart  J.  Reid. 

6.  Right  Hon.  W.  E.  Gladstone,  by 
G.  W.  E.  Russell. 

7.  Earl  of  Aberdeen,  by  Sir  Arthur 
Gordon. 

8.  Marquis  of  Salisbury,  by  H.  D. 
Traill. 

9.  Earl  of  Derby,  by  George  Saints- 
bury. 

*„*  An  edition,  limited  to  250  copies, 
'  is  issued   on   hand-made  paper, 

medium  8vo,  bound  in  half  vellum, 

cloth  sides,  gilt  top.    Frice  for  the 

9  vols.  il.  is.  nett. 
Prince  Maskiloff.     See  Low's 

Standard  Novels. 
Prince  of  Nursery  Playmates, 

new  edit.  2s.  Gd. 
PRITT,  T.  K,  Country  Trout 

Flies,  10s.  6d. 
Reynolds.    See  Great  Artists. 
Purcell.    See  Great  Musicians. 
QUILTER,  H.,  Giotto,  Life, 

Sfc.  15s. 

RAMBAUD,  History  of  Russia, 

new  edit.,  3  vols.  21s. 
RAPHAEL.   See  Great  Artists. 
REDFORD,   Sculpture.  See 

Illustrated  Text-books. 
REDGRAVE,  Engl.  Paintert, 

10s.  6d.  and  12*. 
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REED,  Sir  E.  J.,  Modern  Ships 
of  War,  10s.  6d. 

T.  B.,    Roger  Ingleton, 

Minor,  5  s. 
 Sir  Ludar.     See  Low's 

Standard  Books. 
RELD,  Mayne,  Capt.,  Stories 

of  Strange  Adventures,  illust.  5s. 
  Stuart  J.     See  Prime 

Ministers. 
 T.  Wemtss,  Land  of  the 

Bey,  10s.  6cL 
Remarkable  Bindings  in  British 

Museum,  168s.;  94s.  6d.;  73s.  6d. 

and  63s. 

REMBRANDT.  See  Great  Art- 
ists. 

Reminiscences  of  a  Boyhood,  6s. 
REMUSAT,  Memoirs,  Vols.  I. 

and  II.  new  ed.  16s.  each. 

 Select  Letters,  1 6s. 

REYNOLDS.  See  Gr.  Artists. 
 Henry  R.,  Light  Sf  Peace, 

Sfc.  Sermons,  3s.  6d. 

RICHARDS,  J.  W.,  Alumi- 
nium, new  edit.  21s. 

RICHARDSON,  Choice  of 
Books,  3s.  6ci. 

RICHTER,  J.  P.,  Italian  Art, 
42s. 

 See  also  Great  Artists. 

RIDDELL.  See  Low's  Stand- 
ard Novels. 

RIDEAL,  Women  of  the  Time, 
Us. 

RIFFAULT,      Colours  for 

Painting,  31s.  6d. 
RIIS,  How  the   Other  Half 

Lives,  10s.  6cf. 
RIPON,  Bp.  of.    See  Preachers. 
ROBERTS,  Miss,  France.  See 

Foreign  Countries. 
 "W".,  English  Bookselling, 

earlier  history,  7s.  6d. 
ROBIDA,  A., Toilette,  coloured, 

7s.  6tZ, 


ROBINSON,  "  Romeo  "  Coates, 
7s.  6d. 

 Noah's  Ark,  n.  ed.  3s.  6d. 

 Sinners     Saints,  10s.  6d. 

 See  also  Low's  Standard 

Series. 

  Wealth  and  its  Sources, 

5s. 

 "VV.  0.,  Law  of  Patents, 

3  vols.  105s. 

ROCHEFOUCAULD.  See 

Bayard  Series. 
ROCKSTRO,  History  of  Music, 

new  ed.  14s. 
RODRIGUES,  Panama  Canal, 

5s. 

ROE,  E.  P.  See  Low's  Stand- 
ard Series. 

ROGERS,  S.  See  Choice 
Editions. 

ROLFE,  Pompeii,  Is.  6d. 

Romantic  Stories  of  the  Legal 
Profession,  7s.  6d. 

ROMNEY.    See  Great  Artists. 

ROOSEVELT,  Blanche  R. 
Home  Life  of  Longfellow,  7s.  6d. 

ROSE,  J.,  Mechanical  Drawing, 
16s. 

 Practical  Machinist,  new 

ed.  12s.  6d. 

 Key  to  Engines,  8s.  Qd. 

 Modern  Steam  Engines, 

31s.  6d. 

 Steam  Boilers,  12s.  Qd. 

Rose  Library.  Popular  Litera- 
ture of  all  countries,  per  vol.  Is., 
unless  the  price  is  given. 

Alcott  (L.  M.)  Eight  Cousins,  2s. ; 
cloth,  3s.  6d. 

 Jack  and  Jill,  2s. ;  cloth,  5s. 

 Jimmy's  cruise  in  the  Pina- 
fore, 2s.  ;  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

 Little  Women. 

 Little  Women  Wedded  ;  Nos. 

4  and  5  in  1  vol.  cloth,  3s.  6<Z. 

 Little  Men,  2*. ;  cloth  gilt, 

3s.  6d. 
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Rose  Library  —  continued. 
Alcott  (L.  M.)  Old-fashioned  Girls, 

2s.;  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

 Rose  ia  Bloom,  2s.  j  cl.  8s.  6eZ. 

 Silver  Pitchers. 

 Under  the  Lilacs,  2s.  j  cloth, 

3s.  (id. 

 Work,  A  Story  of  Experience, 

2  vols,  in  1,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
Stowe  (Mrs.)  Pearl  of  Orr's  Island. 

 Minister's  Wooing. 

 We  and  Our  Neighbours,  2s. 

 My  Wife  and  I,  2s. 

Dodge  (Mrs.)  Hans  Brinker,  or, 

The  Silver  Skates,  Is. ;  cloth,  5s. ; 

3s.  6d. ;  2s.  6  i. 
Lowell  (J.  R.)  My  Study  Windows. 
Holmes  (Oliver  Wendell)  Guardian 

Angel,  cloth,  2s. 
Warner  (0.  D.)  My  Summer  in  a 

Garden,  cloth,  2s. 
Stowe  (Mrs.)  Dred,  2s. ;  cloth  gilt, 

3s.  6d. 

Carleton  (W.)  City  Ballads,  2  vols, 

in  1,  cloth  gilt,  2s.  6d. 
 Legends,  2  vols,  in  1,  cloth 

gilt,  2s.  6d. 
 Farm  Ballads,  6d.  and  9d. ;  3 

vols,  in  1,  cloth  gilt,  3s.  6d. 
 Farm  Festivals,  3  vols,  in  1, 

cloth  gilt,  3s.  6d. 
 Farm  Legends,  3  vols,  in  1, 

cloth  gilt,  3s.  6d. 
Clients  of  Dr.  Bernagius,  2  vols. 
Howells    (W.  D.)  Undiscovered 

Country. 
Clay  (C.  M.)  Baby  Rue. 

 Story  of  Helen  Troy. 

Whitney  (Mrs.)  Hitherto,  2  vols. 

cloth,  3s.  6d. 
Fawcett  (E.)  Gentleman  of  Leisure. 
Butler,  Nothing  to  Wear. 
ROSS,  Mars,  Cantabria,  21s. 
ROSSINI,     &c,    See  Great 

Musicians. 
Rothschilds,  by  J.  Reeves, Is.  6d. 
Roughing  it  after  Gold,  by  Rux, 

new  edit.  Is. 

ROUSSELET.      See  Low's 
Standard  Books. 


ROWBOTHAM,  F.  J.,  Prairie 

Land,  5s. 

Royal  Naval  Exhibition,  a  sou- 
venir, illus.  Is. 

RUBENS.    See  Great  Artists. 

RUGGLES,  H.  3.,  Shakespeare's 
Method,  7  s.  6d. 

RUSS  ELL,  G.W.  E.,Gladstone. 
See  Prime  Ministers. 

 W.  Clark,  Mrs.  Dines' 

Jewels,  2s.  6d. 

 Nelson's.  Words  and  Deeds, 

3s.  6d. 

 Sailor's  Language,  illus. 

3s.  Gd. 

 See  also  Low's  Standard 

Novels  and  Sea  Stories. 
  W    Howard,  Prince  of 

Wales'  Tour,  illust.  52s.  6i.  and 

84s. 

Russia.  See  Foreign  Countries. 
Saints  and  their  Symbols,  3s.  6d. 
SAINTSBURY,  G.,  Earl  of 

Derby.    See  Prime  Ministers. 
SAINTINE,  Picciola,  2s.  6d. 

and  2s.    See  Low's  Standard 

Series. 

SALISBURY,  Lord.  See  Prime 
Ministers. 

SAMUELS.  See  Low's  Stan- 
dard Series. 

S  AND  ARS, German  Primer,  Is. 

SANDEAU,  Seagull  Roclc,  2s. 
and2s.  6i.  Low's  Standard  Series. 

SANDLANDS,  How  to  Develop 
Vocal  Power,  Is. 

S  AUER,  European  Commerce's. 

  Italian  Grammar  (Key, 

2s.),  5s.  v  J' 

 Spanish  Dialogues,  2s.  6d. 

 Spanish  Grammar  (Key, 

2s.),  5s. 

  Spanish  Reader,  now  edit. 

3s.  6d. 

SAUNDERS,  J.,  Jaspar  Deane, 
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SCHAACK,  M.  Z.j  Anarchy, 
16s. 

SCHAUERMANN,  Ornament 

for  technical  schools,  10s.  6«Z. 
SCHERER,  Essays  in  English 

Literature,  by  G.  Saintsbury,  6s. 
SCHERR,  English  Literature, 

history,  8s.  6d. 
SCHILLER'S  Prosa,  selections 

by  Buchheim.  Low's  Series  2s.  6cl. 
SCHUBERT.  See  Great  Musi- 

SCHUMANN.      See  Great 

Musicians. 
SCHWEINFURTH.  See  Low's 

Standard  Library. 
Scientific  Education  of  Dogs,  6s. 
SCOTT,  Leader,  Renaissance 

of  Art  in  Italy,  31s.  6d. 

 See  also  Illust.  Text-books. 

 Sir    Gilbert,  Autobio- 

biography,  18s. 

 W  B.    See  Great  Artists. 

SELMA,  Robert,  Poems,  5s. 
SERGEANT,  L.    See  Foreign 

Countries. 
Shadow  of  the  Rock,  2s.  Qd. 
SHAFTESBURY.  See  English 

Philosophers. 
SHAKESPEARE,  ed.  by  R.  G. 

White,  3  vols.  36s. ;  Sdit.  de  luxe, 

63*. 

 Annals;  Life  Sf  Work,  2s. 

 Hamlet,  1603,  also  1604, 

7s.  6d. 

 Hamlet,   by   Karl  Elze, 

12s.  6d. 

 Heroines,  by  living  paint- 
ers, 105s. ;  artists'  proofs,  630*. 

 Macbeth,   with  etchings, 

105s.  and  52s.  6d. 

 Songs  and  Sonnets.  See 

Choice  Editions. 

 Taming    oj   the  Shrew, 

adapted  for  drawing-room,  paper 
wrapper,  Is. 


SHEPHERD,  British  School  of 

Painting,  2nd  edit.  5s.;  3rd  edit. 

sewed,  Is. 
SHERIDAN,i2i'vaZs,  col.  plates, 

52s.  6d.  nett;  art.  pr.  105s.  nett. 
SHIELDS,  G.  0.,  Big  Game 

of  North  America,  21s. 
 Cruisings  in  the  Cascades, 

10s.  6d. 

SHOCK,  W.  H.,  Steam  Boilers, 
73s.  6d. 

SIDNEY.     See   Gentle  Life 
Series. 

Silent  Hour,    See  Gentle  Life 
Series. 

SIMKIN,  Our  Armies,  plates  in 

imitation  of  water-colour  (5  parts 

at  Is.),  6s. 
SIM  SON,   Ecuador  and  the 

Putumayor,  8s.  6d. 
SKOTTOWE,  Hanoverian 

Kings,  new  edit.  3*.  6d. 
SLOANE,  T.  0.,  Home  Experi- 
ments, 6s. 
SMITH,    HAMILTON,  and 

LEGROS'  French  Dictionary,  2 

vols.  16s.,  21s.,  and  22s. 
SMITH,  Edward,  Cobbett,  2 

vols.  24s. 

 G.,  Assyria,  18s. 

 Chaldean     Account  of 

Genesis,  new  edit,  by  Sayce,  18s. 
  Gerard.    See  Illustrated 

Text  Books. 
 T.  Roger.  See  Illustrated 

Text  Books. 
Socrates.    See  Bayard  Series. 
SOMERSET,  Our  Village  Life, 
5s. 

Spain.  See  Foreign  Countries. 
SPAYTH,    Draught  Player, 

new  edit.  12s.  6d. 
SPIERS,    French  Dictionary, 
2  vols.  18s.,  half  bound,  2  vols., 

21s. 

SPRY.  See  Low's  Stand.  Library. 


28 


A  Select  List  of  Books 


SPURGEON,    C.    H.  See 

Preachers. 

STANLEY,  H.  M.,  Congo,  2 

vols.  42s.  and  21s. 

 In  Darkest  Africa,  2  vols., 

42s. 

— -  Emin's  Rescue,  Is. 

 See  also  Low's  Standard 

Library    and    Low's  Standard 

Books. 

START,  Exercises  in  Mensura- 
tion, 8cJ. 

STEPHENS,  F.  G.,  Celebrated 

Flemish  and  French  Pictures, 

with  notes,  28s. 

 See  also  Great  Artists. 

STERNE.  See  Bayard  Series. 
STERRY,  J.  Ashbt,  Cucumber 

Chronicles,  5s. 
STEUART,  J.  A.,  Letters  to 

Living  Authors,  new  edit.  2s.  6d. ; 

edit,  de  luxe,  10s.  6d. 
 See  also  Low's  Standard 

Novels. 

STEVENS,  J.  W.,  Practical 
Workings  of  the  Leather  Manu- 
facture, illust.  18s. 

—  T.,  Around  the  World  on 
a  Bicycle,  over  100  illust.  16s. ; 
part  II.  16s. 

STEWART,  Dugald,  Outlines 

of  Moral  Philosophy,  3s.  6d. 
STOCKTON,  F.  R.,  Casting 

Away  of  Mrs.  Leeks,  Is. 
——  The  Dusantes,  a  sequel,  Is. 

 Merry  Chanter,  2s.  6d. 

 Personally  Conducted, 

illnst.  by  Joseph  Pennell,  7s.  6<L 
 Rudder  Grangers  Abroad, 

2s.  6d. 

 Squirrel  Inn,  illust.  6*. 

 Story  of  Viteau,  illust.  5s. 

new  edit.  3s.  6d. 
 Three  Burglars,  Is.  &  2s. 

—  See  also  Low's  Standard 
Novels. 


STORER,  F.  H.,  Agriculture, 

2  vols.,  25s. 
STOWE,  Edwin.    See  Great 

Artists. 

 Mrs.,  Flowers  and  Fruit 

from  Her  Writings,  3s.  6d. 

—  Life  .  .  her  own  Words 
.  .  .  Letters  and  Original  Composi- 
tion, 15*. 

 Life,  told  for  boys  and 

girls,  by  S.  A.  Tooley,  5s.,  new 
edit.  2s.  6d.  and  2s. 

 Little  Foxes,  cheap  edit. 

Is.  ;  4s.  6d. 

 Minister's  Wooing,  Is. 

 Pearl   of   Orr's  Island, 

3s.  6d.  and  Is. 
  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin,  with 

126  new  illust.  2  vols.  18s. 
 See  also  Low's  Standard 

Novels  andLow's  Standard  Series. 
STRACHAN,  J.,  New  Guinea, 

12s. 

STRANAHAN,  French  Paint- 
ing, 21s. 

STRICKLAND,  F.,  Engadine, 

new  edit.  5s. 
STUTFIELD,    El  Maghreb, 

ride  through  Morocco,  8s.  6d. 
SUMNER,  C,  Memoir,  new 

edit.  2  vols.  36s. 
Sweden     and    Norway.  See 

Foreign  Countries. 
Sylvanus  Redivivus,  10s.  6d. 
SZCZEPANSKI,  Technical 

Literature,  a  directory,  2s 

TAINE,  H.  A.,  Origines, 
I.  Ancient  Regime,  French  K evo- 
lution, 3  vols. ;  Modern  Regime, 
vol.  I.  16s. 

TAYLOR,  H.,  English  Consti- 
tution, 18s. 

 R.  L.,  Analysis  Tables,  Is. 

 Chemistry,  Is.  6d. 

Techno- Chemical  Receipt  Book. 
10*.  6d. 


In  all  Departments  of  Literature. 


TENNYSON.     See  Choice 

Editions. 
Ten  Years  of  a  Sailor's  Life, 

Is.  6d. 

TIIAUSING,  Malt  and  Beer, 
45s. 

TH  E  AKSTON ,British  Angling 
Flies,  5s. 

Thomas  a,  Kempis   Birthday  - 

Book,  3s.  6c£. 

 Daily  Text-Book,  2s.  Qd. 

— —  See  also  Gentle  Life  Series. 
THOMAS,  Bertha,  House  on 

the  bear,  Tale  of  South  Devon,  6s. 
THOMSON",  Joseph.  SeeLow's 

Standard    Library    and  Low's 

Standard  Novels. 
 W.,  Algebra,  5s. ;  without 

Answers,  4s.  fid.  ;  Key,  Is.  6d. 

THORNTON,     W  Pugin, 

Heads,  and  what  they  tell  us,  Is. 
THOKODSEN,  J.  P.,  Lad  and 
Lass,  6s. 

TICKNOR,  G.,  Memoir,  new 
edit.,  2  vols.  21s. 

TILESTON,  Mary  W.,  Daily 

Strength,  4s.  6  f. 
TINTORETTO.      See  Great 
Artists. 

TITIAN.    See  Great  Artists. 

TODD,  Life,  by  J.  E.  Todd,  12s. 

TOURGEE.  See  Low's  Stand- 
ard Novels. 

TOY,  C.  H.,  Judaism,  Us. 

Tracks  in  Norway,  2s.,  n.  ed.  Is. 

TRAILL.  See  Prime  Ministers. 

Transactions  of  the  Hong  Kong 
Medical  Society,  vol.  I.  12s.  6i. 

TROMHOLT,  Aurora  Borealis, 
2  vols.,  30s. 

TUCKER,  Eastern  Europe,  15s. 

TUCKERMAN,  B.,  English 
Fiction,  8s.  6d. 

 Lafayette,  2  vols.  12*. 

TURNER,  J.  M.  W.  See  Gr. 
Artists, 


TYSON,  Arctic  Adventures,  25s. 

TYTLER,  Sarah.  See  Low's 
Standard  Novels. 

 M.  C.,  American  Litera- 
ture, vols.  I.  and  II.  24s. 

UPTON,  H.,  Dairy  Farming, 
2s. 

Valley  Council,  by  P.  Clarke,  6s. 

VANDYCK  and  HALS.  See 

Great  Artists. 
VANE,  Denzil,  Lynn's  Court 

Mystery,  Is. 
 See  also  Low's  Standard 

Novels. 

Vane,  Young  Sir  Harry,  18s. 
VELAZQUEZ.  See  Gr.  Artists. 
 and  MURILLO,  by  C.  B. 

Curtis,  with  etchings,  31s.  6d.  and 

63s. 

VERE/Sir  F.,  Fighting  Veres, 
18s. 

VERNE,  J.,  Works  by.  See 
page  31. 

Vernet  and  Delaroche.  See 
Great  Artists. 

VERSCHUUR,  G.,  At  the  An- 

tipodes,  7s.  6ct. 
VIGNY,    Cinq    Mars,  with 

etchings,  2  vols.  30s. 
VINCENT,  F.,  Through  and 

through  the  Tropics,  10s.  6c?. 
 Mrs.  H.,  40,000  Miles 

over  Land  and  Water,  2  vols.  21s. ; 

also  3s.  6d. 
VIOLLET-LE-DUC  *  Architec 

ture,  2  vols.  31s.  6d.  each. 
WAGNER.  See  Gr.  Musicians. 
WALERY,    Our  Celebrities, 

vol.  II.  part  i.,  30s. 
WALFORD,  Mrs.  L.  B.  See 

Low's  Standard  Novels. 
WALL,  Tombs  of  the  Kings 

of  England ,  21s. 
WALLACE,  L.,BenHur,  2s.  6d. 

  Boyhood  of  Christ,  15s. 

 SeealsoLow'sStand.  Nova. 
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WALLACE,  R.,  Rural  Economy 
of  Australia  and  New  Zealand, 
illust.  21s.  nett. 

WALLER,  C.  H.,  Names  on 

the  Gates  of  Pearl,  3s.  6d. 
 Silver  Sockets,  6s. 

WALTON,  Angler,  Lea  and 
Dove  edit,  by  R.  B.  Marston, 
with  photos.,  210s.  and  105s. 

 Wallet-book,  21s.  &  42s. 

 T.  H.,  Coal-mining,  25s. 

WARNER,  C.  D.,  Their  Pil- 
grimage, illust,  by  C.  S.  Reinhard, 
7s.  6d. 

 See  also  Low's  Standard 

Novels  and  Low's  Standard  Series. 
WARREN,  W.  F.,  Paradise 

Found,  Cradle  of  the  Human  Race, 

illust.  12s.  6<Z. 
WASHBURNE,  Recollections 

(Siege  of  Paris,  frc),  2  vols.  36s. 
WATTEAU.  See  Great  Artists. 
WEBER.  See  Great  Musicians. 
WEBSTER,  Spain.  See  Foreign 

Countries  and  British  Colonies. 
WELLINGTON.    See  Bayard 

S©ncs 

WELLS,  H.  P.,  Salmon  Fisher- 
man, 6s. 

 Fly-rods     and  Tackle, 

10s.  6d. 

 J.  W.,  Brazil,  2  vols. 

32s. 

WENZEL,  Chemical  Products 
of  the  German  Empire,  25s. 

West  Indies.  See  Foreign 
Countries. 

WESTGARTH,  Australasian 
Progress,  12s. 

WESTOBY,  Postage  Stamps; 
a  descriptive  Catalogue,  6s. 

WHITE,  Rhoda  E.,  From  In- 
fancy to  Womanhood,  10s.  6d. 

 R.  Grant,  England  with- 
out and  within,  new  ed.  10s.  6d. 

 Every-day  English,  10s.  6d. 


WHITE,  R.  Grant,  Studies  in 

Shakespeare,  10s.  6d. 
 Words  and  their  Uses, 

new  edit.  5s. 
 W.,  Our  English  Homer, 

Shakespeare  and  his  Plays,  6s. 
WHITNEY,  Mrs.    See  Low's 

Standard  Series. 
WHITTIER,    St.  Gregory's 

Guest,  5s. 
 Text  and  Verse  for  Every 

Day  in  the  Year,  selections,  Is.  6d. 
WHYTE,  Asia  to  Europe,  12s. 
WIKOFF.i'W  Civilizations,  6s. 
WILKES,  G.,  Shakespeare,  16s. 
WILKIE.  See  Great  Artists. 
WILLS,  Persia  as  it  is,  8s.  6c?. 
WILSON,  Health  for  the  People, 

7s.  6d. 

WINDER,  Lost  in  Africa.  See 

Low's  Standard  Books. 
WINSOR,  J.,  Columbus,  21s. 
 History  of  America,  8  vol?.. 

per  vol.  30s.  and  63s. 
WITTHAUS,  Chemistry,  16s. 
WOOD,  Sweden  and  Norway. 

See  Foreign  Countries. 
WOLLYS,  Vegetable  Kingdom, 

5s. 

WOOLSEY,  Communism  and 

Socialism,  7s.  6d. 
 International  Law,  6th  ed. 

18s. 

 Political  Science.  2  vols. 

30s. 

WOOLSON,    C.  Fenimore. 

See  Low's  Standard  Novels. 
WORDSWORTH.  See  Choice 

Editions. 
Wreck  of  the  "  Grosvenor,"  6d. 
WRIGHT,  H.,  Friendship  of 

God,  6s. 

 T.,  Town  of  Cowper,  6s. 

WRIGLEY,  Algiers  Illust.  45s 
Written  to  Order,  6s. 


BOOKS  BY  JULES  VERNE. 


Labgb  Caowir  8ro. 


WORKS. 


r  Containing  350  to  600  pp. 
1      and  from  50  to  100 
(.  fall-page  illustrations, 


Plainer 
binding, 
plain 
edges. 


Handsome 
cloth  bind- 
ing, gilt 
edges. 


20,000  Leagues  under  the  Sea. 

Parts  I.  and  II. 
Hector  Seryadac 
The  Fur  Country 
The  Earth  to  the  Moon  and  a 

Trip  round  it 
Michael  Strogoff  . 
Dick  Sands,  the  Boy  Captain 
Five  Weeks  in  a  Balloon  .  . 
Adventures  of  Three  English- 
men and  Three  Russians 
Round  the  World  in  Eighty  Days 
A  Floating  City 
The  Blockade  Runners.  . 
Dr.  Ox's  Experiment 
A  Winter  amid  the  Ice  . 
Survivors  of  the  "  Chancellor  " 
Martin  Paz  .... 
The  Mysterious  Island,  3  vols. : — 
I.  Dropped  from  the  Clouds 
II.  Abandoned  

III.  Secret  of  the  Island 
The  Child  of  the  Cavern 
The  Begum's  Fortune  . 
The  Tribulations  of  a  Chinaman 
The  Steam  House,  2  vols.: — 
I.  Demon  of  Cawnpore 

II.  Tigers  and  Traitors  . 
The  Giant  Raft,  2  vols.:— 
I.  800  Leagues  on  the  Amazon 

II.  The  Cryptogram 
The  Green  Ray 
Godfrey  Morgan 
Keraban  the  Inflexible: — 
I.  Captain  of  the  "  Guidara  " 

II.  Scarpante  the  Spy 
The  Archipelago  on  Fire 
The  Yanished  Diamond  . 
Mathias  Sandorf 
Lottery  Ticket. 
The  Clipper  of  the  Clouds 
North  against  South 
Adrift  in  the  Pacific 
The  Flight  to  France      .  . 
The  Purchase  of  the  North  Pole 
A, Family  without  a  Name 
Cesar  Cascabel  


10 

10 

10 


10  6 


10 
10 
7 

7 

7 
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7  6 


22 
7 
7 
7 
7 
7 
7 

7 

7 

7 
7 
5 
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7 
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7 
7 
10 
7 
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10 
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3 
3 
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3 

3 
3 

3 
3 
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3 
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5 
3 
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Containing  the  whole  of  the 
text  with  some  illustrations. 


Cloth 
binding,  gilt 
edges, 
smaller 
type. 


(  2vols., 
\  2s.  ea. 
3  6 


2  0 


Limp  cloth. 


2  0 

2  0 
2vo<s., 

Is.  ea. 

2  0 

2  0 

1  0 
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1 
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age  illnstrntions,  7i. 
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PERIODICAL  PUBLICATIONS 


OF 


Sampson  Xow,  flDarston  &  Company  ^ 


SCRIBNER'S  MAGAZINE. 

A  Superb  Illustrated  Monthly.      Price  One  Shilling. 

Containing  Contributions  from  the  pens  of  many  well-known  Authors, 
among  whom  may  be  mentioned  Thomas  Bailey  Aldrich,  Sir  Edwin 
Arnold,  Andrew  Lang,  Sarah  Ornie  Jewett,  H.  M.  Stanley,  Robert  Louia 
Stevenson,  R.  H.  Stoddard,  Frank  R.  Stockton. 

THE  NINETEENTH  CENTURY. 

A  MONTHLY  REVIEW.  Edited  by  JAMES  KNOWLES. 

Price  Half-a-Crown. 

Amongst  the  contributors  the  following  representative  names  may  be 
mentioned  :■ — Lord  Teonyson,  the  Right  Hon.  W.  E.  Gladstone,  Cardinal 
Manning,  Mr.  J.  A.  Fronde,  Mr.  Ruskin,  Mr.  G.  A.  Watts,  R.A.,  Earl 
Grey,  the  Earl  of  Derby,  Lord  Acton,  Mr.  Herbert  Spencer,  Mr.  Frederick 
Harrison,  Mr.  Algernon  C.  Swinburne,  Mr.  Leslie  Stephen,  Professor 
Huxley,  Sir  Theodore  Martin,  Sir  Edward  Hamley,  Professor  Goldwin 
Smith,  and  Sir  Samuel  Baker. 

THE  PUBLISHERS'  CIRCULAR, 

AND 

BOOKSELLERS'  RECORD  OF  BRITISH  &  FOREIGN  LITERATURE. 
WEEKLY.    Every  Saturday.    Price  Three -Halfpence. 
SUBSCRIPTION. 

Inland    Twelve  Months  (post  free)   8s.  6d. 

Countries  in  the  Postal  Union    ...  „  ,,  „        lis.  0<Z. 

THE  FISHINC  GAZETTE! 

H  journal  for  Bnglers. 

Edited  by  R.  B.  MARSTON,  Hon.  Treas.  of  the  Fly  Fishers'  Club. 

Published  Weekly,  price  2d.       Subscription,  10s.  6d.  per  annum. 

The  Gazette  contains  every  week  Twenty  folio  pages  of  Original  Articles 
on  Angling  of  every  kind.    The  paper  has  recently  been  much  enlarged 
and  improved.  ° 

"  Under  the  editorship  of  Mr.  R.  B.  JIarston  the  Gazette  has  attained  a  hiVfc 
ing."— Daily  Newt.      "  An  excellent  paper." — The  World,.  ea  S«"MI» 

London:  SAMPSON  LOW,  MARSTON  &  COMPANY,  Limited 
St.  Dunstan's  Housk,  Fetteb  Lank,  Fleet  Stkeet,  E.G.  ' 


